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Author's Notes: 

This story evolves in an AU where Alexi Laiho, Joey Jordison, Chuck Schuldiner and Cliff Burton are such 
Watchers - angels incarnated in modern life, who have excelled in their art, as history has already proven. 
They have a huge impact on people, but they end up in a hasty escape, fulfilling their "task". The concept is 
inspired by the Book of Enoch, one of the Apocryphal Gospels, according to which, the Watcher angels (the 
Egregores) were originally assigned to guide and teach humanity the various arts and sciences. However living 
among people, they blended in, they came to intercourse with them, and eventually they were expelled from 
Paradise, falling from grace like demons. Their souls are stuck in an in-between realm, Sheol, or Hades (or 
Hell?), reliving their sin perpetually, as a punishment, until they redeem Paradise, and their Original Place, which 
becomes their scope. However, regaining Paradise seems an unfeasible task, and they end up repeating the 
same pattern in every lifetime: mingle with humans and realize it only when it's too late.. This story is seen 
through the eyes of Janne (Wirmann) and Abbie (original character), two human companions who are unaware 
of the rarity of their partners’ nature. Thus Alexi Laiho and Joey Jordison are portrayed. Cliff Burton 
(Metallica) and Chuck Schuldiner (Death) are not the main characters, but still quite implementing. The 
chapters are not put in chronological order, but they appear randomly, to fit the narrative. Some chapters are 


in the first person, some in the third, according to the perspective of the narrator, and the emotional load I'd 


like to charge them with. I'd like to mention that this story is pure fiction and it doesn't represent the people 
that are involved, for whom | have great respect. No insult is intended, despite some really ugly scenes that 
will come up in the following chapters (and some readers might find disturbing). No profit is made from this. 
Many artists could be angels.. These four are indicative. I've liked Laiho, Jordison, Burton, and Schuldiner; they 
have always intrigued me, as personalities. | hope | do right by them in converting them into fallen angels, but 
for some reason, the concept seems quite fitting to me. Lastly, | would like to acknowledge the writer Storm 
Constantine (RIP) who dealt with the concept of the Watcher Angels in her magnificent books and has inspired 


me ever since. | hope you enjoy this story! 


ALO ce I 


It would just be strange - how could he tell anyone that Cliff Burton had just visited him in the bathroom to 
inform him that he would die fifteen years from then - that would make him ..what, forty-one? Everyone 
would think that he was totally wasted, drunk, and hallucinating - or, just acting out dramatically - a real 
drama queen - to attract attention; Janne's attention, that is (like he needed to do anything special to achieve 
the latter, but hey..). The tall keyboardist was his target, as of recently. But, you see, even Janne would think 
he was some kind of a loony, which wasn't flattering at alll So, basically, all he could do was shut up and ignore 


it - the vision, the apparition, call it what you want - as if it had never existed! It would be a matter of time 


until he had come over the shock, forgetting all about it. At least that's what he hoped. 


Yet, Cliff's eyes were so penetrating, his stare so real and intense. Speaking straight to his soul, he was damn 
well aware that it was neither a dream nor a drunkard's visions, somehow Cliff Burton had appeared to him, 
divulging the upsetting information to him, marring his soul irreparably, as it seemed. He had implanted the 
seed of knowledge, the.. dark prophecy and it had worked as some sort of enlightenment for him, knowing that 
he would never be the same again. All this would eventually grow into a self-fulfilling prophecy - prove the 


omens right. 
He didn't want to die. And Cliff Burton had been already dead for years now. 


Who was Cliff Burton to him, by the way, to have the right to appear in his own place, talk to him like some 
fucking god, exert the power to invade his precious privacy only to scare the shit out of him? Or, was it his 


duty, somehow? The more he thought about it, the more outrageous he was becoming. 


Why? He had been well dead and gone for over twenty years. What was he, Alexi Laiho, a young, Finnish guitar 
player, to Metallica's former bassist, as to approach him and break some shitty news for him - ehmmn, y' 


know, you're gonna die - Well, fuck off! 


But, hell, he didn't have the guts to tell him off.. He knew that he wasn't lying, that there was an unnerving, 
undeniable piece of truth to his pervasive words that somehow clicked into place, into his conscience.. Was it 
God's or Satan's plan? The Grand Scheme? He wasn't willing to participate in anyone's great plans, no, not again, 


not ever! He wanted to enjoy being Alexi Laiho! He was not playing anyone's gamel! 


Or was he..? Was there something more to it that somehow escaped him at the moment? His brain wasn't 
functioning properly under the influence, and fucking hell, that was not a sober moment - perhaps that's why 
he had this strange ..contact, in the first place. For some preposterous reason, this ‘meeting’ felt familiar to 
him - and Cliff Burton's hazel eyes bore some closeness, some acquaintance; it was not just like the ex-bassist 


of Metallica was speaking to a young boy from Finland who aspired to be a rock star. No! 


It felt more like an odd memory... An intimate sensation.. Not like his fucked-up brains were making up stories 


to fashion a rock star hero out of his worthlessness. 


Those deep, brown eyes.. He had seen them all before. It was the soul behind them. Was it pure coincidence? 
Was it merely acknowledgement? Yes - that was it - acknowledgement! „And a sheer pain tearing his back 
suddenly, violently, as if an invisible force had just amputated his imaginary wings from his back, and the blood 
was gushing like a wild river down the precipices of his jutting shoulder blades. 


He was screaming in utter panic, when Janne broke the bathroom door open and found him kneeling on the tiled 
floor, his palms pressing his ears shut and a stream of red blood flowing out of his nose, down to his lips and 
chin and neck, pooling at the dip of his collarbone. 


"Shit, damn Allul!" he screeched, but Alexi was unable to respond, unable to communicate, to utter a word that 
made sense. He just screamed and cried, too lost in his meandering thoughts, realization slowly dawning on him, 


recollection creeping in, and the pain that would eventually follow him ever after.. 


At the hospital, it was registered as a psychotic episode, due to extreme stress combined with substance 
abuse. He was kept in for the night, then he was prescribed some mild antidepressants and was sent home, to 


Janne's care. 


He would laugh at the term - psychotic episode - but the reality was too heavy to grant him any mirth.. And 
Janne's eyes were so pleading and desperate, like the eyes of the innocent casualties at a war, or a massive 


accident, burdened with unanswered questions, scarred forever, destroyed forever. 


2 - JANNE 


Author's Notes: 

Second chapter, from Janne's point of view. No insult, no offence, it's pure fiction No profit from this 
publication. 
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| had no idea what His scheme was, but now | knew. It all made sense after his death. It seems like He doesn't 
let them stay long here, among us, for fear they might interfere too much with us. They leave this earth 
young, if possible childless, but widely adored and worshipped, like small, carnal gods, proficient at their arts, 
inspiring dangerously humanity (His toy), having played their minor role in His Great perennial Master plan.. 


Parting from them is extremely hurtful. Speaking for myself, having recently experienced his loss for the 


second time... It's unbearable, and the gap immense, the void irreplaceable - like Allu himself! 


Allu.. The mere reference to his pet name.. The recollection, the smell, the sound - all the details that come 


along with the name.. Allu.. Well.. He knew. He pretty damn well knew. 


| couldn't pinpoint what was so special about him. It was his ethereal presence, a small body, frail like a 
butterfly, reflecting so much light like a star, exploding into a supernova, in an outer solar system. His light 
was catchy, magnetizing; one couldn't simply take their eyes off him! 


He was beautiful, but not according to modern male standards. He was not a statuesque Adonis; he was 
attractive in a different way. | think it was mostly his unique, flamboyant soul that was radiating out of his 
petite shell, but also there were those secondary, minor traits that, combined together, promoted him to 
something special and.. mouth-watering, like his deeply envisioning Caribbean blue eyes, capable to expose a 
poor, mortal soul, carve an innocent heart out alive, skin a body to bloody nakedness... His hair, shiny and silky 
and slick and floating around him alive, like some alien, hyper-sensitive antennae - and why not, come to think 
of it now.. IT was his mouth, seductively designed, to grant the most irresistible smile - and the hottest 


blowjobs... This... Oh... Fuck. How I've missed that detail.. 


| have to note that part of his allure was his ability to transcend so easily from a modest, shy child, to a 
very naughty boy, always horny, ready for lust, ready for love, maintaining a mystic, wondrous balance. He 


was enticing.. Oh, so enticing - like all of them, | suppose. 


All of them had their charm, their charisma.. You couldn't put it in words, though, when you came across 


them or met them individually. Or lived with one of them, as | did with this one... 


| knew he was different from the very first moment | laid my eyes on him.. And was blinded by his (b)light! ... 
A unique, magnificent human with inhumanly magnificent abilities in guitar and music composition. I've thought, 
sometimes, that falling instantly for him, regardless of his sex, status, or anything at all, had stemmed from 
his admirable skills and affable character. Perhaps he had blurred my vision, messed up my critical thinking, 
distorted my opinion about him, putting him in the leading place of the stardom system of my petty, little 


world. 


But, no, he was far more than a mere human being. It took me really long to understand, to decipher, and 


finally accept that other reality.. 


Only after Joey Jordison's passing - | can't call it a ‘death’, you understand; it is so inaccurate, so demeaning - 


and an emotionally charged visit at our former rehearsal hangar, did | acquire some... insight. 


Every odd, unfitting piece of the puzzle had suddenly found its place on the grid. And meeting Joey Jordison 
back then, in all its peculiarity and inebriated awkwardness, suddenly made sense to me, the naive, unenlightened 


observer. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNDN NNN NNNNNNNNN NNN 


Normally they stand out from the masses, both with their looks that differentiate them from the ‘average 
Joe' and with their talents, their astounding skills. They are experts at their crafts - and | suppose that you 
can find them in other faculties as well, such as literature, architecture, medicine, arts, philosophy.. They have 
sneaked everywhere, being the most intelligent, the most gifted. 


Music was his field. 


All this kind of ‘information’ is written in the Scripts of Old - its not stories that I've made up after his 
demise, having gone insane with his absence, having relapsed to my addictive love for him - not to mention the 


antidepressants I've been taking like candies... 


I've been reading like a maniac after his loss, so maybe all these could be a madman's raving - or there could 
be some reliable truth if you read between the lines and know how to interpret. But definitely, he did excel in 
his field of faculty - like all of those that I've known of, at least. He was no exception - he was exceptional 


Haha... 


And they live their human lives recklessly and boldly as if they are deathless - which is kinda true because 
angels cannot really die, can they? (They don't even kill, | suppose - some pun intended.) They most likely 
transcend to another realm, return to their source, | dunno.. They discard their carnal, mortal shell, only to 


reincarnate sometime, someplace else... 


They taunt death as if it's a game for them. He did the same, not to his conscious knowledge, though. They are 
unaware of their true identity and it takes some (catastrophic) time until they are awakened and fully aware 


of their role. And Alexi was like that, for sure: prone to substance abuse and melancholy for no apparent 


reason, since his beginning. He damn drunk like a giant, and didn't give a fuck for the consequences, after some 
point. He was mad, and, well you know, that had served him right - that was his charm, his source of 
inspiration - he was a driving force and since his reckless chaotic behavior brought about magic and music and 
something worthy that everyone acknowledged and worshipped, we accepted that well. He was provocative. But 
we accepted that, too - and suffered the consequences, me and the band - a bunch of foolish, blind puppets. 
We had to suffer the repercussions, the pain, the betrayal, the mess, the loss, the wasted love... 


| was lucky to be entitled to take pleasure in his body and benefits.. Funny to think of it, yet | was the 
privileged one to have him - only to suffer more now that he is gone, having everyone worrying about my 
shattered sanity and my welfare. Funny, huh? 

They think I'll commit suicide. 

Maybe they are right, maybe I've already been doing it.. 

| wonder, are they capable of love - or was it just lust? Love, being a foreign term in their ‘vocabulary’. 
Did he love us? Did he love me? 


DID HE FUCKING LOVE ME? 


Are we anything to them but mere playthings, mere toys, to experiment and practice on human feelings, study 


and assimilate the.. wondrous ‘human nature’, but in the end, utterly expendable and redundant. 


3 - JANNE 


Author's Notes: 

This is all fictional and takes place in an AU where Watcher Angels exist. No offence is intended, no slur no 
profit made. 
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If they incarnate while on their... celestial mission, | suppose that they could somehow be reached.. Contacted. 
Conjured? After they're gone - that is. The mere thought revived my dejected spirits and gave me hope, 
something to look forward to, to cling to.. My life was so eerily empty and glum after his carnal, human death. 
At least, trying to reach him, dedicating myself to building this preternatural bridge with that ‘other world 


might provide my petty existence with some meaning, a purpose. 


| had already lost all meaning in my real life, driving away my friends, my family - even my own child whom | 


hadn't seen in a long time. | just didn't care... Couldn't. 


We hadn't been close the last couple of years. We hadn't had the opportunity for closure, for some explanation, 
apart from the letter he had left for me, which | had recently discovered. We hadn't been on good terms and 
this made things even worse for me. It hurt far too much, because, honestly, it was never over for me. And | 
somehow found myself forlorn, yearning for contact and apologies and explanations, without ever having the 
chance to do so. So, basically, yeah... It hurt - it hurts.. Ill hurt forever unless.. 


The problem was how to approach that other realm, where they might dwell. And what sort of world would 
that be? My mind came up with the notion of a spiritual dimension, but | had no clue about that, no proof and 
the Scriptures were pretty vague, ambiguous about it.. How was | supposed to achieve this ‘communication’? 
And, supposedly | achieved that, what would | find there? Would | be able to recognize him? Locate him? Would 
he be the same? Would he remember me, acknowledge me, reciprocate me, or would my whole existence, our 
spree-together, have been deleted, registered as a fulfilled task, ticked out of his to-do List.. Negligible, 


unimportant compared to the vastness of his actual existence. 


Would he still love me? Would | still mean something to him, like when he was around, swearing that he adored 
me, begging for my love, crying over the futility of what was bothering him, asking me to love him, slap him, 
fuck him, make him feel! Was my role in His Grand Play completed, after he resumed his Original position..? Like 
finishing a project and therefore cutting all ties (earthly ties) associated with it. Was | ticked out of his to-do 


list? 


But, say | had meant something to him.. Say | was somehow important, say that he loved me back.. Then, could 


this suffice to make him return? Could his love bring him back? To me? To us? 


The thought brought tears to my eyes. | would resort to praying if the One in control of our fates - someone 
as elusive as God himself -would heed my call Was it worth it? "Dear god, you, who have created all things 
existing, with wisdom, visible and invisible.. Could you revoke your command fo take this child of yours back? Could 
you return him to me? Would you trust me with one of your most perfect creations? | promise, | swear, this time 
/ will take GOOD care of him, unlike | did before.. | promise | wont fail you this time, | will protect hm with my 
whole heart, my life! | was ignorant, back then, but now | know and lil love him and keep him safe and worshp him 
unconditionally! If only you showed some mercy and granted me this gift.. Oh, please god." 


| had to work on it. | had to study the Old Writings, the Old Testaments, the Books, whatever.. Medicate. It 
would help if | searched for others who have experienced something similar, the same predicament so to 


speak.. United perhaps, we could possibly reach fhem.. 


4 - JOEY 


Author's Notes: 
100% fictional, no insult intended, no humiliation. | don't own the people and | feel respect for them (even if this 
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He was sitting in his armchair, feet resting on a small stool, just in front of him. It had taken him a long time 
to move there and accommodate his cumbersome body. He had used his hands to dislodge the dead weight of 
his legs and it had pissed him off. Pissed him off and disappointed him. OK, it hurt, but it was mostly an 
annoying, numbing sensation - or no sensation at alll He would be sitting like that for hours, only to visually 


realize that his calf had grown stiff and bluish and cold. 
Amputate the fucker.. 


He was alone in the house but for his black cat's company. It was purring in his lap, content with the warmth 
of its owner's (sick) body. Joey was stroking the plush fur, trying to smother his bitterness. Only the cat 
could tolerate him now. Understand him. Maybe he should teach it how to play the drums for him, now that 
he was disabled, or something simpler, such as rolling the dice, for fun - like he was doing at that moment: roll 


two dice and see the score he got. 

Roll the dice - two and four; he had broken up so that damage was fixed. 

Roll the dice - double six; wow! How lucky.. Abbie was married and she had a baby.. Damage fixed! 

Roll the dice - six and three; At least their new drummer was not an asshole.. Well.. This damage could never 
be fixed for him. Perhaps he had better have a drink - and the hell with his weight! Oh, forgot about that; the 


bottle was too far to fetch! Crap... 


Roll the dice - four and five; His sisters loved him and at least they had been on good terms so far... No 
damage done - he hoped. 


Roll the dice - one and two; his health was a fucker.. Relapse again.. His condition was worse than before and 


his weight didn't help.. Well, soon enough it would all be over, so end of fucking story.. Note it as damage fixed. 


Roll the dice - double aces; the ace of spades; Alexi Laiho was dead - ‘dead’, hmmm, well yeah.. - before him.. 


Fuck. 

He heard an amusing soft laughter, coming from the depths of his house. He knew he was alone with the cat.. 
Blackie was rotating its ears vigilantly and not in a friendly mood.. Its tail was swinging violently, from left to 
right and left to right again, like a mad pendulum. 

Ooopsie... 

He was not hallucinating. 


| know you're there, fucker." he addressed the bodiless laugh. 


There was no actual response - not that he had been waiting for one in the first place - but for an eerie cool 
breeze, chilling his numb spine, blowing into his long hair. He shivered. 


"You're there, | know..." 

He heard the low-tone buzz of more voices, mixing together in an indecipherable drone, getting closer. 

"I know you are all there.. Funny, Alexi, huh? Pretty cool, huh? You've left me with your lover, like its my 
business, while you are safe back, huh? Fucker.." Joey murmured and rolled the die once again, averting his 
attention from the annoying noise from his ‘people’. 

"Joey." he was taunted, 

"Fuck you!" 


"Fuck you.. Fuck you." 


‘Ohh... Funny, you motherfuckers, huh?" and he felt a swoosh of air as if somebody had just brushed behind 


him. 

He turned around to see - but no one was there. 

Assholes 

"Joey." 

"You wanna play? Huh? Is that your new role? Your greater Scheme? Huh?" 


His belly churned. What now? That was not hunger - or had he lost all his senses completely due to the 
fucker - that's for his medical condition.. His cat mewed warily, followed by his belly again. He felt pressure 


somewhere in his intestines, only he was too mesmerized to locate it exactly, spot it on the map of his body. 
The churning continued and the cat ran away from his lap. That looked ominous - especially taking into 


consideration that the otherworldly presences had suddenly gone mute. 


He had been sitting like that for far too long. That churning was the indication of an urging physical need. It 
didn't take him too long to realize, but it was too long for his body to react. He tried to stand up, in order to 
hurry to the bathroom, but his legs didn't respond properly. He tripped off and fell onto the floor - exactly at 
the same moment that his colon released itself without further warning, into his pants, soiling everything; his 


underwear, his pants, his thighs, the floor, his dignity... 


He couldn't stand up and help himself out. He was alone and the cat hadn't been trained yet to assist 


incapacitated people, out of their own shit! 
„How humiliating.. Was it necessary? Hadn't he suffered enough? 


Looking upwards, in pure despair, he broke into tears. He had better wrap it up soon. 


5 - JANNE 


Author's Notes: 

This is a work of fiction and it doesn't portray real events, nor does it reflect the character and the choices 
of the people involved. | don't intend any slur or disrespect, and | don't profit from this. This chapter is seen 
through Janne's eyes. 
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| don't know if it was all because of the drugs and the anti-depressant medication.. | don't know if | was simply 
hallucinating, in a trance, or if those visions were real.. | just know that | got there: reached that in-between 


place, which isn't actually a place, but a medium universe, an alternate state of existence. | reached that 


unidentifiable realm: Sheol.. Hades... Whatever. 
It might have taken an eternity to achieve it, yet, there was l.. Probably lucky! 


The world was flickering and blurry, like unfocused frames of a movie carelessly put together, not in a 
meaningful sequence. The light was unstable, presumably due to a malfunction, and | was fearful of the 
moment it would black out and dip everything in sheer darkness. 


Actually, it was already pretty dark, a form of night-time, if such a concept existed in that realm. No sun 
shone any natural light. No moon, no stars. | do believe that the source illuminating the details around me 
derived straight from the soul of those creatures; the load of energy they emitted transformed into luminous 


radiation, a sparkly glow. 


However, | could discern rough shapes, and that's how | found him... | was pretty positive that it was him! No, 


definitely it was him! And | did my best to focus on him! 


He was not alone. His identical twin was with him - Joey Jordison, in earthly terminology - standing in a 
mirroring position, completing an angelic duet - two symmetrical forms on an ancient marble, joining limbs to 


create a whole, complex entity. 


They were both sexless creatures, naked, devoid of any type of garment, and even though | could make out 
the characteristic shapes of their masculinity, | was confused to decide whether they were male or female. So 
| chose to cling to the most familiar traits | could relate with: Alexis huge gray-blue eyes.. His sensual lips.. 
His well-defined cheekbones and silky hair, a flaming halo encircling his head.. His male, naked body: his scars 
and all the minor moles and defections that | had grown accustomed to throughout the years. Maybe the 


molecules of his preternatural essence had amassed in such a way as to reconstruct the image | was most 


familiar with, and guide me in his direction, help me identify him in the chaos that surrounded us. 


Naked like Alexi, was Joey; his black hair, striped with red, was flowing like an ever-undulating river, sliding 
smoothly over his pale, but robust shoulders and torso. Identical wide - wise - foreheads crowned a slanted 
pair of penetrating, blue eyes that looked in such a deep way, sending shivers down my spine.. Oh, my god.. 
They were both immaculate. Divine. Perfection was a word that was too little to contain the extent of their 


flawlessness. 


Their bodies were framed by mirroring sets of big, black wings, rooted at their shoulder blades, in half 


expansion, half retraction. They resembled those old, marble tomb inscriptions that depicted mournful angels in 


Cathedrals. 


My eyes were welling with tears, my heart was fluttering in my chest, making breathing difficult and | was so 
desperate to see him again, to touch him that | lunged forward. | tried to lay my hands on him, to take a firm 
hold of his majesty and capture him with my physical grips. Fix him there, firmly, unable to flee from me 


agai Nn... 


Alexi and Joey were in a state of internal, mutual, non-verbal exchange, unperturbed by external, detrimental 
factors like me, who merely littered their vast perfection. Their essences glowed in pure harmony, uniting in 
one soul, one entity, with limbs in pure coordination, as if in a sensual dance. They somehow reminded me of 
the way we used to be (or, | thought we used to be) on stage, sharing a solo, combining our creative forces, 


procreating music; in bed, conjoining our bodies in lust, sweat, and cum. 


He had impregnated my soul with his ideas in real life, with his quality, opening my creative horizons to fields | 
could never imagine, making me experience feelings of love and fulfillment that | regarded as perverse, 
abnormal - abominations of extreme passion and a blind, urging sex-force.. Alas, it was more... It took me too 


much time to decipher the extent of my feelings for him and their depth. 
| am crazy. | am addicted. | am hollow and deplorable without him. 


And now he was bonding with Joey Jordison - like they had already done back then when their carnal avatars 
crossed paths and the bizarre realization had dawned on Alexi. And | was furious with jealousy, but | didn't 


know, back then! Now | was furious with jealousy again - because | knew.. 


They were engrossed in this intimate spiritual bondage, unacknowledging my sudden materialization in their 
realm. They looked beautiful together, harmonic | must admit - cut out for each other, rendering everyone 


and everything else unnecessary... 


"Allu." | cried at him, my voice lacking its vigor, too eager to condense my feelings with all the emotional 


inflection in just a word, just a short call. 


Their nakedness touched one another. Their forms caressed one another narcissistically, hands fondling their 
way on alabaster chests and marble thighs... Lips half opened, drooping eyes in orgasmic bliss - only, there was 
no sex involved, no carnal union the way that | knew it.. The spectacle was painful and adorable and lurid at the 


same time. 
"Allu, | found you!" | pressed again, mulling all my strength to utter the words. 


He turned his head towards the source of the sound that ruffled their serenity - not towards his name, 
which seemed to have passed unregistered. 


His blue stare landed on me, cutting me like a laser beam, lacerating my heart. It was him, yes - yet he was 
not! 


"Allu?! It's me! Please? Have you forgotten all about me?" 


Our eyes locked - glistening cold versus melting hot. A flicker of the blue irises might have indicated some 
sort of remembrance, some fleeting familiar vision, unearthed from the depths of the long-ago history. 
Memory and recognition were battling the stern awareness of his present state. | could suspect the struggle in 
those eyes, the urge to indulge in the lower feelings, that hadn't abandoned him yet, and the pressure to 
refrain from anything earthly. | could tell that random flashbacks of our mortal, carnal life bombarded his 


mind, blazing his soulless stare, rendering him susceptible to emotion. 


He turned to Joey who gave him a reassuring nod as if he needed him to grant him his permission to deal with 
the uninvited intruder. 


Then his eyes reflected darkness, a darkness that | had never experienced before, when he was still alive, with 
me. He looked down on me and his angelic face contorted with an evil smirk, the smile a fiend would grant to 
his eternal enemy. | was nothing to him. | was a toy, a piece of junk! 


"Allu! Its me.. D.. Don't mock me... Don't forsake me... Please... Allu..." 


A prolonged silence passed before he opened his mouth as if he needed time to compose a coherent human 


response: 


"Who the fuck is Allu, by the way?!" he simply asked, in the deep, sensual Alexi Laiho voice | was all too 


familiar with. 
| was shocked. Was he kidding me? His nonchalance was devastating. 
its you, dumbass.. Its you, dont prank me Allu.. | wanted to tell him, but bowed my head, instead, defeated. 


"You, Allu..." 


| didn't dare look in his direction as he seemed to scrutinize me with his contemptuous, glassy stare. It hurt 
more than | thought. The air was thin; | couldn't get my lungs full.. Time passed in unbearable silence and 


degrading observation. | had never been more naked and humiliated in front of anyone than that, before... 


" Me.. Hmmm... So, you think you know me? Own me, perhaps?", he blurted and brought his hand in front of his 
face, palming his cheek in fake curiosity. 


He looked upwards, exasperated at my lack of eloquence and then he muttered something indecipherable. | 
couldn't hear particular words or phrases; | could hear all kinds of music playing simultaneously right into my 
ears, deafening me with their intensity. He was forcing his identity into my brain, that's what | thought it was 
- his identity throughout the millennia. Music.. Music was his art. That's who he was. 


Yet, he had taken a moment solely for me, he had spared those precious instances for my sake! Face me, 


inform me, deal with the pathetic being, imploring him in on his knees, so broken, so blind and mad at him... 
"You know me?" he spoke and his voice was sharp. 


"I know what you have given me. | know the person you were for me.. And | love that person.. Allu, | love that 


person!" 
He looked at Joey, who was smirking at my inadequacy and he hissed. 


"Beloved - beware! Your gift.. Your life.. Don't waste them.. Go forth! Go onl" are some phrases he implanted in 
my brain during this brief encounter, as he started blowing sand and stardust and dope into my face, from his 


open palm. 


| was befuddled, confounded.. What was happening? The light started swirling, before burning out, 


overshadowing everything, but for the outline of their luminous souls. 


The next thing | recall, | came round on my mattress drenched in my own piss, saliva drooling from my askew 
mouth. | was in our family cabin, in the woods, in the middle of nowhere, close to Espoo. | was alone.. The sky, 
from the open window, was taking on a bluish-purple tint... | couldn't tell if the sun was about to rise, or if it 


had just set. 
| jolted, wet and hot and.. humiliated. Ashamed of myself, of my condition, of my inferiority and degrading... 
A box of pills was lying open on the nightstand and an empty plastic sachet. | fumbled over them, then 


regretted it. Next to them was an empty glass that god knows what it had contained before it was dried of its 


content. 
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When he came across that tiny Finnish guy, Joey went crazy for him - or, no, not exactly crazy; mystified 
and furious, ecstatic and dark, as if he was intoxicated or enchanted by his sheer looks! As if that silly lite 
boy had cast a spell on him while on stage, and he couldn't take his eyes off of him! He couldn't stop admiring 
and praising and exclaiming at his abilities in his (sloppy) guitar playing, his growling singing, his sensual 
headbanging - his.. uhhh... everything! He was talking about him the way a mama-owl would for her fledgling: 
proud and loving - and a little blind 


But things got off-course, when we went backstage, to meet and greet the ‘hobbit (as if my Joey wasn't a 
hobbit himself, but that's not my point)... It was the expression on the hobbits face that upset me most. | 


wonder if he was stoned - which seemed pretty possible, regarding his dull, blue eyes, smeared with black kohl. 


| was securely clinging to Joey's side, proclaiming my status, our sort of relationship, a bit desperately, to be 


honest... 


You see, Joey and | had always been in this ongoing on-off situation, never really together - as in being 
officially a couple - but not on a 100% friendly basis. Always filling someone else's gap, correcting someone 
else's wrong-doings, healing our wounds with frivolous, hot sex, where Joey's drumming skills were adequately 
applied in keeping an uptight, excruciating pace, before driving me with mathematical accuracy to culmination 
But | veer off my topic - though, it is not so irrelevant, as | want to highlight Joey's sexual assets and 
straight orientation. Joey was straight as an arrow, always into girls and I've got the proof for that - the 
vivid memory of his throbbing member inside of me, digging his way straight up to my womb, every time we 
resumed our benefits and an unplanned pregnancy, which had to be terminated prematurely, due to physical 
causes (the doctor had informed us that the fetus was not developing properly and was incompatible with life). 


| still have pictures and tokens and scans and hospital fees and declarations... 


Well, the aforementioned guy had bewitched Joey, although he was the one who had seemed bedazzled by 
Joey's light, the moment they faced one another, off-stage. | bet the boy was gay as fuck, though not out of 


the closet yet, as he appeared to be reserved and had a permanently downcast, modest stare. He was not the 


howling wildling that was marching the stage earlier.. Maybe it was the substance effect on his poor stamina, | 
don't know... He had that manner, though, that air, that certain soft deep voice and a childish blush whenever 
Joey and he crossed their eyes, that | thought he was infatuated with him! | have to admit that he was 
beautiful in a feminine way. Joey was flattered and awed after a few minutes’ exchange. But come on, | couldn't 
thoroughly blame him.. The Finn's looks were not manly at all, so who could deny it? | would pass him for a 


girl, were | in a club, and he was there, all dressed up and made up like a high-school slut! 


| don't believe that the little guy intended to go for Joey, make a pass at him. No.. There was this other man, 
his guardian..? Lover..? Brother..? Whoever that tall man might be, anyway. He was sitting close to him all the 
time, observing his every move, every interaction with my man, with a scowl and a doubtful glare - and god, | 
knew this glare hid love and lust and surprise and anger, and probably disappointment.. Not to mention 


cautiousness towards the trespasser... 


„Who happened to be Joey at that moment, a pretty recognizable face, a rock star because, hey, who could 
beat up a Joey Jordison? Of course, the guy felt threatened in a way.. 


Their - Joey's and the little guy's, whose name was Alexi Laiho, by the way - eyes locked with one another. 
Alexi got pale as though he had seen a ghost. '/ know you..", he muttered mostly to himself and Joey gave him 
a faint smile. They searched each other's faces for what felt like forever, staying put, unflinching and mute, 
just engrossed in each other's eyes in wordless communication. The sight was rather unnerving. There was this 
implied eroticism between them, without getting obvious, yet. Joey remained composed and calm and, if | may 
use this phrasing, he was the one manipulating the other in his sway. Alexi Laiho looked perplexed, then 
disturbed, before experiencing some sort of intimate epiphany. His eyes widened, pupils dilated to big, black 
disks, before turning despondent. 


Joey was there to silence his forthcoming outburst of accumulating negativity with a gesture of his index 
across his lips, indicating him to keep silent. Alexi gasped, shut his eyes in woe, and turned his face downwards. 
He tried to utter a sentence, a word but Joey shocked all of those who were present - me included - by 
shutting Alexi's mouth with his own, his lips sealing every possible seam so that any word would be muffled 
before exiting those sweet lips. Joey breathed in all of Alexis air, deflating the delicate figure and the latter 


followed his guidance deadpan. 


"You are so pretty.." Joey whispered to Alexi, but he didn't reply. "I didn't expect to see you in the form of a 


fiendish nymph! Your light outpours you no matter how much you strive to constrain it..." 
Unjustitied tears filled up Alexi's eyes. 


"You... You are, too..." he said between sobs, before indulging into Joey's embrace, surrendering himself to my 


beautiful drummer. Wow, that was quite a spectaclel 


| could see the taller man - Alexi's consort (that's what I'd call him from now on) - wriggling uncomfortably, 


confronted by the sheer awkwardness of that show, not sure whether to grab his lover boy and drag him 


away, to a more private place where they could ‘sort things out in a civilized manner, or slap his pretty face 


and bitch at him right there right then, in front of everyone. 


The events that followed took a more perverse course, according to my standards, surprising us all, once again 
| had to literally avert my eyes, feeling utterly humiliated by the unexpected spectacle. The consort and | had 


become the unwilling witnesses of their debauchery. 


Alexi was kissing Joey back, in a lewder, desperate fashion, all over his face, sliding his tongue surreptitiously in 
his mouth. His hands were circling Joey's neck, pulling his half-naked lizard body closer to Joey's, grinding his 
pronounced crotch over Joey's respective parts, sighing deeply and moaning in lurid anticipation... | don't know... | 


can't say what had befallen Alexi suddenly and acted so weirdly.. And Joey was even more weird to reciprocate 


the little bitch, utterly out of his usual standards.. 


Having satiated himself by palpating Alexi's bare torso and small butt, Joey grabbed his girlish head with both 
hands, cupping the smooth, pale and clean-shaven cheeks with twisted reverence, while staring through his 
foggy eyes right at his soul. Then he lowered this beautiful head to the level of his own groin, which by that 
moment was sporting a well-defined erection, and rubbed Alexi's face on the fabric meaningfully. Alexi 
instinctively opened his mouth, as if to accommodate what he would expect to find down there, and had it not 
been for Joey's tightly zipped jeans, he would have given him head publicly, regardless of the spectators! 
Horrrendous! 


"Oh, shit.. No! What the fuck - Allu!" the dark-haired consort grumbled and pulled the naughty, fiendish boy 
from Joey's grip (and crotch) before all hell had broken loose and they had made for the tabloids' covers. 


And like that, the spell was dissolved and the two alike men stared at each other baffled and agape, flashes of 


their aggressive intercourse still sparking the air between them with tension 


"I saw... l.. | think.. | know.. | remember, Joey." were Alexi's last words before his lover dragged him by the 


arm away from our company. 


| guess those two guys would have had a rather rough night.. | guess those sweet lips would have bled that 


night, and those penetrating turquoise eyes would have cried rivers of tears, under the other man's rebuff. 


| guess he was right.. | mean, | could justify the consort, ok? 
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All my strength was depleted. 

| tried again. Harder this time. Stronger drugs, stronger medicine. 

| focused on my trip. 

| was there again, in the same dark realm. My vision was flickering, fluid - the radiation of my essence 
distorted the picture, like the effect that extreme heat creates, in front of a static item. | unlocked the door 
and revisited the same moment, the same scene, as if time had barely lapsed in his reality. My absence had 
lasted only for a fleck of time and no one had noticed. 

It took a huge effort for me to achieve it. 

He looked back at my reappearance; the noxious fly on his forehead. A nuisance he could not wave off by just.. 
ignoring! Recognition lit up his beautiful, steely eyes. Joey was leering at him in anticipation now, hints of worry 
obscuring his sapphire blue eyes, like clouds in a summer sky. 


"Allu, | am here for you! Come back with mel" | spoke. 


Fear overcast the eyes of the angel in front of me. | thought he was scared, virtually terrified of something 


that | had no notion about. He turned back to ‘Joey Jordison. 


"He is just a pained soul that loves you.. That's all.. One of your creations." Joey's poignant voice was 
addressing the distressed angel that Alexi was. 


"No... No.." Alexi mumbled in a low voice. 

Please! | need you! | came here for youl Come back to me!" 

"This is wrong!" 

"Allulll Don't say another word.. Just be with me, come back with me! If | did it, then you can certainly do it!" 


"Janne!" - he actually addressed me using my name - "Can't you see the problem? You are all wrong!" 


"No! It can't be wrong! We can't be wrong! Allu! You and me.. We can't be wrong! All the things we've done 
together... All the things we've created.. | need you! | love you! | can't live without you!" 


"No! I've suffered for this! The Scriptures! You've read the Scriptures! You now know! This is all wrong... It's all 


my fault... | failed you and everyone...” 


He struggled to keep his voice flat, devastated as he was because of some cosmic truth he seemed to 


possess... 


Only later did | recall what | had read in the Book of Enoch. It was not their job to mingle with the human 
race. It was not their job to interfere with people, mess up with their lives, surrender to human emotions and 
carnal lust, elicit extreme emotions and adoration from the people. They were supposed to guide us - the 
human race - inspire us, give us the knowledge, the art, provide us with the ways, demonstrate for us.. Not 


captivate us so much, with their seductive presence, as to worship them like gods... 


"That's why we are withdrawn so quickly.. Our lifespan is short but condensed.. We have to do our best 
without hurting you.. Without ruining your lives.. A short lifespan has less possibility of bringing about 
irreversible disaster... Then you could have enough time to recover and move forward, while we suffer our 
punishment for yielding again to the temptation... In this vicious, incessant circle.. But you must move on! Move 


on my love! Move on!" 
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"Did you have to do this... this.. with Joey fucking Jordison, right in front of everyone?" 

| was running after him, literally chasing him like the lapdog | had become for him, asking for an explanation, a 
reason why he had humiliated me in front of our group. Maybe | had expected some apology, deep in my heart, 
but didn't want to put too much faith in that. 


"|... | don't know! | just... | just recognized him... 


"You recognized him? You're kidding me? Of course, you recognized him, he is the fucking drummer of the 


huge fucking Slipknot! What does this have to do with what Im asking?" | spat my words. 
"No- Not like this... Not like the drummer of this band. 

"OK, Allu - fuck you! You know you sound odd, now.. Fucking too odd, man.. You know that!" 
"Why? Odd.. I. | am being honest, you know.. | mean this exactly." 

"You recognized him and so you had to fuck him?" 

"Huh... L. | didn't intend." 

"You-fucking-almost fucked-him!" 

" Sorry... It.. | cant explain it." 


"You can't? Because | don't think it needs any explanation - its as explicit to me as clear blue skies! It was a 


challenge - and you did it! You fell for him, and you did it to me.." | tried to stop my tears. 


‘lm... 'm so sorry, Janne.. But you really have no idea." 


"He is not gay and you seduced him! What did you do to him, Allu? Because it's all bullshit, what you tell me - 
you recognized him.. | normally greet those | recognize, not give them head and make out with them.. 
Especially if.. Shit - he isn't even gay.." | was crying now like a stupid fool. 

It doesn't matter.. And it doesn't mean what you think, it doesn't matter at all, you know...” 


"Oh, really? Because it matters to me... It fucking does." 
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Joey was staring at the pictures showing him with his perverse identical twin from Finland. They were not 
innocent pictures at all - they were anything, but innocent. It didn't show two friends drinking some beers... 
God.. | couldn't just believe how things had unraveled between those two, how they had ended up making out - 
no, more than making out, they had come into intimate intercourse - with this... fiend! | had never seen him 
engaging in such compromising public acts before. Ok, he had always been extreme with his appearance, 
adopting that weird, masquerade look, but he was a big softie inside - sweet and caring, tender and gentle. 


Outside his stage whereabouts, he was so normal. 


When we made love - or sex, as he preferred calling it because it was done in a friendly background, indulged 
in some temporary passion, and quenched the pressing hormones - he was A MAN, a gentle caring man, and 
his role was indisputable. He was getting off with my breasts, my plush hips, no doubt! He knew how to finger 
me - and I'd come for him twice every time we did it! He carried out his ‘duties’ with pleasing accuracy and 


efficiency, so bent on satisfying me, granting me a night of absolute release and ecstasy. 


And now this fiend! This damn devil, corrupting my ANGEL, with his similar looks, equal sweetness, and 


respective allure... 


Seeing them hugging - interlocking bodies of the same size, clashing foreheads, and mirroring expressions - and 
merging into one entity was shocking and appealing, to my dismay. | had wanted to break their bond, intrude on 
their intimacy and dissolve its energy, split them apart by planting my body physically between them. But | 
hadn't had the guts to do it - and had remained inert, watching them molest my psyche... 


Their beauty was heartbreaking - two luminous small figures with long floating silky hair, wise foreheads, and 
executing eyes of the most radiant hue of blue.. Immaculate necks... Two unquestionably male faces that had 
surrendered into some offending lust and their supple lips were half-open, sensual, breathing in and letting out 
whispers and hushed moans of dirty pleasure and wonder.. They were exchanging non-verbal ideas that only 
the two of them were able to decipher and savor, excluding anyone else from their tiny bit of paradise they 


were sharing so provocatively.. One of them benevolent, the other one, sinister.. Guess who was who... 


| had felt too little and redundant. My presence was not required. They had been about to fuck each other 


right in front of my eyes as if none of us existed, neither me nor Alexi's.. consort! 


And, hell, seeing him so absorbed and kinda content with those pictures, hurt me once again! | relived his 
rejection, all over again - in favor of a man, not any girl! Hell! It was so degrading.. He chose a man over mel | 
wasn't worthy of his love, his interest - his anything! | was to be taken for granted - and | knew that | would 
be there for him, waiting for him spread eagle, whenever he turned to me, resorted to my bosom and my 
loving embrace... | was so much in love with him, that only at that moment - one step before loss - did | 
realize it! And couldn't pretend anymore that it was OK to just have sex and then disappear... | wanted more 
from him - more, that apparently, he was not willing to give me, yet he was far too eager to give to this 
fucking Finnish toyboy! That stupid, little manikin that seemed to be more than enough to win him over me! | 
hated him... Goddamn, | hated him... 


Probably | was looking all steamed up, because when | turned my eyes on him, he was already staring at me, 
transfixed and worried. | didn't have the slightest idea of how long he had been observing me like that, but | 


was sure that he could suspect the reasons for my silent implosion. 
When our eyes crossed, he just looked away, more sullen than ever, his enthusiasm about the fiendish prince 
replaced by a sense of worry, a feeling of bitterness. At least we shared the same emotions... We had 


something in common! Huh... 


| hate this guy. He is disgusting," | declared, to break the silence. 
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It was scary to see him lock eyes with a frozen image - a face? - on the TV screen But thats exactly what 
he did. | had been lurking in the darkened hallway, out of his sight, watching him staring at the damn monitor, 


for more than half an hour. Transfixed. Motionless. 


At first, | thought that he had gone catatonic and that behavior was a manifestation of his latent psychic 
disease. | mean.. why not? Allu was famous for his violent mood swings, extreme behavior, and bipolar acts, 
which had once led him to a suicide attempt, in the past. Was that a relapse? A mental collapse? Was he 
perhaps on drugs? 


| had been watching him for what seemed to be an eternity, unsure of how to react. Should | speak to him, 
distract him with some noise? Should | slap him out of his fixation back to our reality, down to our earth? 
Hard to say and even harder to witness the person you share your body with, exchange body fluids with and 
harbor true feelings, act out so fucking weird, showing signs of severe mental issues! It was creepy.. | had my 


dick deep into his body only hours before! | dreaded thinking about the possibilities... 
And now this... Shit. 


"Allu?" | muttered halfhear tedly. 


Because, his eyes had taken on a really odd expression, wide and petrified, rimmed with red, barely holding 


back the accumulating tears and the avalanche of emotions. 


From my angle of perspective, | had no visual contact with what he was so much engrossed in, as to not 
acknowledge my presence. Normally he would turn his beautiful head in my direction and smile at me 
seductively, exposing that beautiful chain of teeth of his. | would smile back and we would end up cuddling at 
least, and watching what was on the TV. Now, he was out of context. His eyes started to flutter - the way 
that eyes do when one is on a train and gazes out of the window, at the passing views, not really focusing on 


something in particular, but trying hard to grasp as much as possible. 


Then he started mumbling. It was indecipherable, under his breath, sucking in the air with each word he 
expelled, chanting some ancient rites - | fucking didn't have any idea what was that surreal drone coming out 


of his mouth, dressed in his voice. 


| rendered my presence known to him. | simply walked in front of him, right between him and the TV screen, 


and looked at what had caught his attention so deeply. 


It was a frozen snapshot of Cliff Burton, Metallica's former bassist who had been dead in a horrible accident, 
over twenty years ago. The footage was taken from an interview, or something like that. Cliff Burton was 
staring right through time, straight into my eyes. It was unnerving because the picture was frozen at a very 
penetrating instance. It was as if he was peering into my soul, speaking directly to my brain - and | do believe 
that a madman could maintain some sort of communication, speaking with the dead image on the monitor. 


Needless to mention that Allu had that madman's traits, all the appropriate qualifications... 

He was mumbling back to Cliff Burton, literally talking to him in an archaic, chanting voice that sounded rather 
eerie. He looked possessed by some demonic entity. | couldn't bear to look at him, in that bizarre state. | wasn't 
in the mood for role-playing some creepy scene out of The Exorcist at alll Not my fucking kink - thanx! 

"Allu, come back!" | spoke to him with a steady voice, which | thought would guide him out of his stalemate. 


He was still muttering to himself and tears were already streaming down his pale cheeks. 


"Allu! Please! Listen to me! Here! Allu!" | made a motion with my palm in front of his eye, in an attempt to 
catch his gaze. 


It worked. All of a sudden, he detached his fixated stare from the screen and darted it onto me. He was 
frightened and frightening. His grayish eyes had the color of a laser-light blue beam, otherworldly, unnatural 
as if illuminated by an inner glow. He looked paler and his long fair hair looked longer than | recalled, wilder, each 
hair possessing its own life and initiative, flowing erratically around his face, like an unholy wreath... He was still 
beautiful. 

"Allu... You OK dude?" 

"Please..." 

"Hey... Tell me?" | asked and knelt in front of him, placing my palms on his knees. 


"Please..." 


"Please what, Allu? Wanna tell me?" 


to grab them, holding his little body firmly, as he yanked himself towards me, in a desperate, childlike leap. 
"Bring you where sweetie?" 

"Back-" 

"Bring you back, where exactly?" 

"Back! Take mel" he insisted, squeezing his body into my arms. 

"You worry me.." 

"Make me feel human again.. Make me feel alive.. | want to feel human, earthly.. Please Janne... Please!" 

| was already kneeling in front of him, as | said before. He had now crawled on my lap, pinning me down, onto 
the floor with his weight. He had wrapped his wiry legs around my waist, literally straddling me, attached to 
me like an obnoxious leech. Despite his frail build, his grip was strong; | felt discomfort. 

"What's going on Allu? You're acting kinda... weird..." 

He kissed me, instead of an answer - a slithering lip brush, sly and slow at the beginning, which escalated 
rapidly to a violent tornado, devouring my mouth, ripping open my lips with his muscular tongue. | was unable 
to speak, unable to resist; | could only reciprocate the kiss - because he was irresistible and | was bewitched. 
He was beautiful and | have always craved his body, his smell, the texture of his fine lips. He rubbed his groin 


on my crotch and | felt his erection against mine, bulging hard and full.. 


"Fuck me, Janne. Please, fuck me. Fuck me hard... | need to feel.. Fuck me now!" he pleaded, politely in a way, yet 


so dirty, as he unzipped his trousers with that leering gleam in his eyes. 


Urgently, he discarded all the garments that concealed his frail nakedness, from my eyes. | couldn't help 
touching him, helping him out of his useless clothes, craving to see him, naked and pure and filthy. 


"Fuck me, Janne! Do it please! Ravage me! Fuck me!" he repeated more fervently now, and | was overwhelmed. 


Swiftly, he unbuckled my belt, tore the buttons of my jeans open, and sneaked his hand in, to fish out my 
swelling dick. He pulled it out roughly, almost endangering my rigidity, and no sooner had | realized his intentions 
than he was sucking passionately my shaft, treating me appropriately, to reach my full extension. 


| moaned. His tongue skills were unique. No doubt about it. | believe that it was because his actions reflected 
his feelings, his honest desire to suck; he really loved what he was doing to me, his prevalence over me at 
that delicate moment, providing me with love and lust and care. He really needed and enjoyed blowing me. It was 


his soul that bound us with magic at that moment. 


| was extremely hard now - | was desperate to cum straight into his supple little mouth that spat profanities 
and words of affection as if there was no real difference. 


But no.. Allu had other intentions. He wanted to be fucked, violently. As he brought me to a painfully stiff point, 
he removed his mouth from his job, earning my disgruntled grunt, and grabbed my erection with confident 


hands, securing it in place so as to ride me. 


He sat hard, unprepared onto my erect dick, impaling his cute, tight ass with my shaft in one abrupt, dry stub. 
| groaned in pain but didn't budge - because despite the roughness and the severe, ripping pain, the whole 
scene was arousing, Allu was fucking hot, and being fucked always enhanced his fucking innocent face. And he 


was desperate for me, which was flattering, by itself. 


He gasped as he received me into his body, but didn't flinch. Pain meant nothing to him in that state of frenzy. 
He wanted me hard on him and | responded really willingly. | guess it was his self-loathing feeling that was 


driving him so wild against him. 
"Ravage me! Make me feell" he screamed. 


| knew that he was bleeding - | felt the moisture, warm and thick and sleek, pooling at my lap, and | was turned 
on fiercer now. Blood and pain didn't discourage him from thrusting and scraping hard on me, riding my shaft 
furiously, riveted on my lap. | grabbed his unattended erection while in this paranoid gallop and jerked him off 
harshly, squeezed the glistening, spongy head of his dick maliciously, poking at the slit, in an attempt to 
penetrate him with my fingertips, only to see his face contort with anguished ecstasy. | rode my orgasm into 


his body, cum mingled with his blood.. 


He came seconds after me, spraying my belly and my face with his seed. He screamed and moaned gibberish 
shit, and tossed his wild mane backwards, that | had to hold him steady with my hands on his back, in order to 
prevent him from falling back and banging his head on the floor. 


| couldn't get my dick out of him, | couldn't release him yet. He was mine and | was his, he was my sweet sexy 
angel, he was my horny boy, he was my fucking muse, my inspiration, my soulmate, my whore, my love, my 
whole world and | needed him there with me, on me, latched on my body, plowing him with my dick in a 


sacrilegious unison.. 
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" You are my sunshine, my only sunshine 
You make me happy when skies are gray 
Youll never know, dear, how much I love you 
Please don't take my sunshine away.."(*) 
Alexi woke up singing this song with tears in his eyes. It was contagious and haunting. 


| had never heard his voice so raspy and tender at the same time. Broken. He seemed nostalgic, ruminating.. 


And extremely sad. Another aspect of his later roller-coaster moods. | had to get used to it. 


For some reasons | can't exactly explain, | have always connected this song with a heartbreaking disaster, a 
foreboding loss. Maybe it's the melody, | don't know... | don't recall if this feeling had always been there, after 
seeing numerous movies and hearing it over and over during my childhood, or if it was evoked after hearing 


Alexi sing that morning. 


It was his face of pure abandon and hollowness, devoid of any make-up, that intensified the sense of desolation 
He smiled at me with tears running down his eyes, caressed my cheek smoothly, tucked a stray lock of my 
unruly hair behind my ear, to clear my face. It was a tender, parent-like move, like when your mom caresses 
you good morning, singing sweet nothings that will haunt your mind after she's passed. A feeling of 


protectiveness and unconditional love. 


| returned his smile with a light kiss on his fingertips, and he blushed. It was sweet. 


Then he averted his stare, out of the window, continuing singing in a broken - by suppressed sobs - voice, the 


same sweet song, only a little altered, 

"You are my sunshine, my only sunshine 
You make me happy when life is gray 
You'll never know, God, how much | love him, 
Oh, please, don't take my sunshine away." 


A subtle change in the lyrics, an improvisation of the moment, that apparently meant something to him, but 
most probably unregistered by the unsuspected listener, who would wave it off as a slip of the tongue, or lack 
of knowledge of the actual words. But | was no unsuspected listener, and | knew... | knew it was done 
intentionally, only | couldn't tell, back then, why.. Why did he mean it.. Why did he feel so.. And why was he 
crying so forlorn, secluded in his self-created inner isolation, yet so vividly eloquent with his stance and 


expression? Alexi was always eloquent when silent. 


| think now I've fathomed the depths of his desolation. It was this thing, those damn Surreal Rites, the fucking 
message of the Scriptures, the Shit of Enoch, and the fucking stuff like that, which had proven themselves to 
be very real when | had only thought it to be pure crap. 


He was aware of his destiny, that he'd be forced to depart.. And he knew that he had broken all the Rules, 
NOT TO MINGLE with humanity. Ok, this - us - was an aberrant diversion of the so-called ‘mingling’, because 
of the lack of procreation But still, all the earth-bound, devastating feelings of pure love, infatuation, and lust 
we both experienced together were enough to compromise his position, drive him off-course of the Original 
Plan, and therefore render him an outcast.. An outcast that had diverged further by indulging in ‘mocking’ 
abominations, ruining an unsuspected, initially sane human - that was me... It must have meant something really 


significant to him, this so-called ‘Mission’, or whatever. To me, it was still unreal and preposterous bullshit. 


| was his sunshine - our love. And he was my sunshine - my whole world, my sanity, everything. No one of us 
wished to have this precious piece of paradise taken away. Parting ways was always heartbreaking.. So, he was 
singing on behalf of both of us, | suppose, because he was aware that tragedy could not be averted, no, not in 
our case; we were condemned, eternally condemned, an un-pairing couple, not because we were both of the 
same sex - that had ceased to matter.. We were in an unequal and unfathomable battle, and | was totally kept 
in the dark, back then.. And Alexi was so furtive with words - he was only talking in riddles and ambiguous 
words that | couldn't decipher... | thought he was mad - but | loved mad Allu. He was just scary, sometimes... 


In fact, he was desperate - it hurt too much for him. So he cried, out of this inner pain. All the variations of 
pain - woe, despair, desolation - colored his crystal eyes, dulling the clarity, soiling the blue with shades of 


gray and mauve, like his dejected spirits. 


"| love you.." he whispered softly, without looking at me. 


Probably, he thought that | was still engrossed in sleep and that | hadn't noticed - but hell, | had! 


We made love that morning, pure and sweet love. | made love to him, deepening our union to a painful 
completion, reaching for the center of his existence, for his soul, deep inside his body, as | gently plowed my 
way into him.. And deeper.. And deeper with each thrust. Beads of sweat sparkled on his forehead as he 
writhed under my weight in utter surrender, yielding into liberating rapture... | filled him with my semen and he 
moaned my name, gasped for air, stilled his breath, depriving himself of precious oxygen, while | drove his 
orgasm, flush on my belly - in that minimum space left between our latched bodies.. He had wrapped his wiry 
legs around my waist as | kept penetrating him hurtfully, and | swear, | thought | saw his black wings 
struggling under his body, crushed on our mattress, a symbol of his Fall.. 


[2 - ABBIE 
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"He is a fiend, can't you see?" 
"He is an angell" 


"He looks like an angel, Jo! But he is not! You are an angell" | shouted meaningfully at his nonchalant attitude, 
which bore more the signs of disappointment than indifference. 


" Perhaps l'm a fiend, too." 
"Oh, shut up! You can't be serious! You can't compare with him. 

"If Alexi is a fiend, then l'm a fiend, too! Because we are.. We are the same. We are one" 

"Joey, honey, are you OK? What the fuck are you talking about? Are you on drugs? Again?" 

"Oh, stop it, thats not the point. 

"Well, maybe it actually is! What is that silly dork to you that you speak so enthusiastically about him? How 
close are you with this gay Finn, as to be ‘one’? I've never heard you speaking of him before, ever and now 


you are attached and latched-on-the-hip..?" 


His strange manner had started pissing me off. He sounded more mysterious than ever and | had every reason 


to suspect that his drug abuse issue was on again.. 


He had sounded mystic and | hated it. There was some piece of information intentionally kept concealed from 
me, and he was not willing to share it with me - because, in my mind, | was not adequate, or qualified for such 


precious, clandestine stuff. And that simply pissed me off. 


"Am | missing something here?" | pressed on at his silence and he stared deeply into my eyes, piercing my 


heart, my soul.. 


Oh, god, how gorgeous he was... l.. | had been in love with him, all the time after all, and there was |, 


bullshitting and bitching at him, getting nothing in return, in the end. 


Even though | had savored a tiny slice of his essence, it was obvious to me now that | could never own him; | 
could never own even that tiny slice, | could never know everything about him, his secrets, his darker aspects... 
No matter how close we had become, throughout our long acquaintance, | would always be missing something - 
something really vital and fundamental, dare | say - that this little bastard had seemed to obtain already! | 
hated him! It drove me so fucking crazy.. Crazy and jealous; Joey shouldn't be hiding things from me, | was 
open to anything for him, | would listen and participate and do anything he might ask if only he wanted to 


share it with me. 
"Are you gay?", | dared to ask him and he gawked at me as if | had uttered a blasphemy. 
"What?" 


"What does this Alexi do to you, then?" | pressed on in my attempt to approach him, with a tint of contempt 


in my Voice. 


"He is not doing anything to me - rather than we are doing it to you - plural you. He is just like me.. And he is 
realizing it only now. He is scared and sad and mad - and he is going down like | am going down, and this is 
something... uh.. Something beyond me that | can't really understand, | can't explain.. | am going down - but for 
what? What is my fucking sin, apart from music and.. well.. all that thing with you people and me.. |... | only 
wanted to share music - share my adeptness with you... | only wanted to provide you with an outlet and show 
you how to do it.. | love playing... | love you... | love humanity.. | am no god - no, I'm just a drummer who plays 
a little bit of guitar sometimes.. But not a god - please, I'm no god! But they keep worshipping me.. So that's 
the reason why l'm going down, | suppose.. Why should we all go down.. Alexi is freshly awakened and cannot 
fathom that reality yet. He needs guidance... But it doesn't really matter, because, you know, he will eventually 
go down and he will wreak havoc.. He will burn his lover's brains out, pluck out his heart and stab it with a 
thousand knives... He will be unable to stop himself, no matter how hard he'll try.. And so far, he is still in 
denial about his true nature.. He is in frustration and surprise, which is so typical of the first stages of 


realization..." 

"He is a gay in denial. That's crystal clear to me.." | said curtly. 

"A gay in denial.. Oh, really, Abbie? Huh.. You see? That's not the issue! We don't fucking care if he is gay or 
not, because such a notion doesn't fucking exist after alll Thats not the point, but you only seem to care 


about his dick, and nothing elsell" he blasted, offended somehow and | was awed by his reaction. 


He was rambling like a madman and | was striving to keep track of the stuff he was talking about. He sounded 


so realistic, so knowledgeable - yet if you considered his words, then nothing really made sense; it was chaotic 


and rash. 


As a nurse, | had witnessed a thousand cases of people with paranoid or psychotic behavior, and Joey was no 
different from them at that moment. He sounded like the schizo prophet, scrying the future on his crystal 
ball.. | was disappointed.. | wanted to attribute this behavior to an underlying gay proclivity that attracted him 
to the little Finn! And this realization had shaken his entire universe with its apocalyptic ramifications and the 
domino effect consequences. He was probably gay himself, to my disappointment, and he was in denial. And this 
Finn-fiend had dragged it out of him; perverse little fuck who seduced him to strange activities, making them 


appear as attractive and normal and reall Taking him further away from me... 


3 - JOEY 
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Minneapolis, July 1995. 


Joey was so high on the energy and the vibes of the concert that he was restless. The music was still 
vibrating his soul, his heart reverberating the sophisticated drumbeats and the original guitar riffs! The main 
man of Death, Chuck Schuldiner, had been exceptional again that night, as always; an adept guitarist and an 
inspiring frontman. That gig was well worth the money he had been saving! Joey had been so carried away by 
the music that he was restless afterwards. He needed to outlet all that pent-up energy - it was an 
emergency! He was on dope - but, hell, his dope was Death that time, no any petty, fucking questionable 


substance he occasionally indulged in.. 


Abbie, his old-time schoolmate was by his side, like a faithful guardian - his omnipresent follower, his best 
friend! A metalhead herself (that's how they had hooked up together in the final years at high school) she had 
been very positive to join him at Death's concert that night, even if they had to drive for four hours non- 
stop! He had teased her for her willingness: 


"I know you think Chuck Schuldiner is hot - very, very hotll!" hissing emphatically in her ear, but then he 
couldn't blame her, because Chuck Schuldiner was a god, even to his eyes, and if that god ever honored him 
with a fleeting glimpse of his eyes, he was prepared to even give him head or let him fuck him if that was 


requi red 


Such big was his admiration for the modest-after-all musician, fanboying like an adolescent - not the twenty- 
year-old man he boasted to bel 


Now he had fulfilled one of his dreams, to see him play livel The concert was over and all he wanted to do - 
shit, hell, gosh - was to fuck, desperately! He could feel his dick amass and swell and throb between his lean 
thighs, stretching his underwear in uncomfortable arrangements, throughout the concert! If somebody would 
even dare touch him, accidentally, during one of those mosh-pits, he would explode and soak his pants with his 


cum. 


"| have a predicament, Abbie.." he half laughed, half teased his female buddy - because, why not? They could 
as well enjoy a friendly fuck, have fun together, like they had already done before, once in a while.. That's what 
friends are for, right? Give a hand, help their friend.. Well, kind of..? 

He would promise to be good to her, serve her right, and especially that night, he wanted to make her moan 
his name louder than Chuck's death screams on the microphone, moments before, because he was so goddamn 


horny and excited and.. fuck! 


"| know... | can feel it! You, too, think that Chuck Schuldiner is hot, no?" she teased him back, brushing the 
reverse of her palm over the bulge between his legs - he melted right there, right then! 


She looked at him so lewdly smiling invitingly - it was obvious that both knew where this was heading. 

"Fuck you.." he whispered sensually in her ear, his hot breath caressing the side of her cheek, as he confined 
her with his body, pinning her to the wall outside the toilets of the venue. He was chewing gum, making 
bubbles that he snapped in her face, a strawberry smell coming out of his mouth - sooo luscious. 

"Will you?" 

"Yeah... If that's what you want." and he minimized the space between them by leaning closer to her now, 
placing his face on the side of her neck, into her auburn mane. He pecked the fine skin with his lips and 
extended his tongue, sliding it down her throat. 

She responded with a smirk and a sigh and rubbed her hand between his thighs audaciously. 

"I think that's definitely what YOU want.. judging from this vociferous anatomy!" 


"Mmmmmum... Can't hide it, | suppose..." 


"You can't, even if you wanted to! | mean.. Look at youl" and their lips brushed. "You are huge.. You.. Oh! | can 


feel that good portion of meat when | brush my hand over you.." 

"Oh, really..? What you wanna do?" 

"Grab it with my mouth! l'm a meat-lover!" 

"You like it?" 

"Oh, fuck, Jo.. Do you even need to ask?" and he kissed her back greedily. 


His tongue, tasting of smoke and strawberry bubblegum breached the soft privacy of her mouth. She yielded 


to him immediately. 


"| would like it, even if it were three inches... long..." 
"Oh, you don't mean that!" 


"Want me to show you how | want you?" she smirked, sliding down on her knees, eyes fixated on his own Sweat 
was creeping down his spine, as he was waiting for her initiative. And when she took action, he gasped and 


closed his eyes in bliss: 
"Ho-ho... Oh, god..." 


He noticed, in a random flash of his mind, that they were alone, which was quite weird for that time and 
occasion! Where was everyone? Had the mob evacuated the venue so quickly? That was a blessing, honestly, 


because they could use that precious privacy! A divine sign, from ‘above’ - this was meant to take place! 


Abbie unzipped his tight black pants with dexterous fingers, peeled down the stretchy denim fabric and the 
elastic boxer briefs, and nuzzled her face in his groin. Her auburn locks tickled his sensitive skin, freshly 
shaven as he was, for that particular day. She exclaimed, content, before fitting her mouth around his rigid 
shaft, adjusting and stretching her mouth at awkward angles to fit him - a spectacle that suddenly looked 
quite hot and flattering! 


"So clean.. So smooth... Soooo big.. For me.." she murmured now and then, between suctioning slurps and 


delightful moans. 


He had to steady himself with both hands against the wall because the wet sensation of her mouth engulfing 
his erect limb was overpowering and he would collapse at any moment! Unintelligible grunts escaped his mouth 
and a long "Aaaaaahhh.." completed the picture of his utter surrender. Fuck.. He was about to cum, and it 


hadn't been more than three minutes! How pathetic - not to be able to control himself! 


Then he felt a tight grip around his neck and a violent yank shaking him, from the top of his shirt. No way 
these strong hands could be Abbie's - they were fucking strangling him at an impossible angle, for her 
current.. position! Shit - someone had found them! A guard? No way - fuck.. He opened his eyes reluctantly, 
only to see a fiery Chuck Schuldiner choking him with his firm grip, forcing him - the trespasser, the rapist - 
to look at him, straight into the eyes. 


"What?" Joey stuttered in astonishment, incredulous at Chuck Schuldiner's presence standing in front of him - 
and, actually taking action against him, mistaking him for a thug! 


Abbie was still sucking him hard and deep and.. oohhh... it was impossible for him to concentrate! 
"Wake up, Joey! What the hell are you doing? This is NOT what you were supposed to be doing!" 


Chuck Schuldiner had called him by his name.. Okey... Chuck Schuldiner's eyes were piercing his soul and brain 
with their green X-ray light, igniting small sparks of some weird acknowledgment and realization. What...? 


"What... You.. You are Chuck? Chuck Schuldiner? You?" he muttered bewildered. 


"Yeah, me.. Now wake up! You are NOT supposed to.. to fucking use them and get attached to them - and 
they, to you! Wake the fuck up!" Chuck Schuldiner blurted and released him, as he moved away, hair flowing 


like an angel's mane, his body outlined by a luminous halo of white. 
Abbie had stopped her ministrations and brought him back to reality: 
"What's wrong, honey? Was that THE Chuck Schuldiner?" 


Joey was still standing dumbfounded with his exposed dick springing forth, erect, trying to assimilate the fact 
that Chuck Schuldiner had just walked on them and scolded him, because.. because... Wake up! Because... God.. 
Fuck... 


"Uh... Yeah... That was... That was him! Chuck!" 
"And he gripped on you? Oh-my-god, you must be feeling REALLY lucky!" 
Lucky? What? No! 


"Uh... Well.. | suppose so.. He.. He saw my dick.. That was strange." Joey tried to put together a ‘human’ 


phrase as a response to Abbie's enthusiasm. 


"I think you'd better cum, then, because | can taste your sample in my mouth - and we wanna make Chuck 
proud of us, metalheads, right?" she concluded sweetly, regaining access to his deflating masculinity, taking him 
back into her mouth, applying the appropriate pressure and thrusts until he was back in track and couldn't 


bear any more! 


He came into her mouth, unable to manage a timely retraction, spilling the rest of his essence on her pretty 


lips. 


"Oh, god.. Godl! I'm falling!" he screamed and collapsed on the filthy floor, outside the toilets of the venue, 
Death had just played live.. 


14 - JANNE 
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"Have you taken your pills?" 
'No.. 

Ase 

"| = its absurd." 


"And now what? Have you been cutting yourself again? Again?" the question echoed fiercer than he intended. 
He grabbed Alexis red-streaked, blood-smeared arms, by the wrists. 


‘Janne... It's not what it looks like... It's.. Honestly, it's not what you think." 

His voice was not reassuring. He slurred the endings of his words, like a drunkard. 

"Allu. You gotta stop this. This is -crap.. You need to come round! You must! We love you. Your family loves 
you.. The band loves you.. | love you.." and a spark of anticipation flared Alexi's dull stare, even momentarily. "l 


love you Allu and don't wanna lose you...” 


"But you will.. IFs.. It's all too big! This.. It doesn't matter what | do, what we do.. Its beyond us! lll. I'll always 


lose..." 
Janne brought the box of the prescribed anti-depressant pills. He had promised himself to take care of Alexi's 
instability. The box was intact. He pulled out the card of pills, squeezed a capsule out of its blister, and handed 


it to the smaller man in front of him. 


Alexi stared at him for a couple of minutes, smiled bitterly, and finally accepted the offered pill. 


"You know... | do this for you. It doesn't help me, you know.. It won't anyway. Everything is so futile.. This is 
just a placebo. Won't make any difference, you know.." and washed it down with a glass of water that the taller 
man was passing him. 

"Please... It hurts me to see you like this...” 

"Like what?" 


"Unhappy." 


" Have always been... Only now | know better..." 


[5 - CUFF 
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September 1186, in a tour-bus. 


“Alexi. Beware. You're being awakened.. You just don't fully understand yet. Find Joey.. At forty-one you will be 


done." 

Cliff was staring straight into the camera for what had felt like a century. The camera focused on him; a 
mysterious lopsided smirk was plastered on his face, kind of mysterious, kind of ironic while James was talking 
fervently, answering some ordinary questions about Metallica and their forthcoming live shows. He had zoned 
out it seemed, and he was muttering random things his stoned brain was spitting out. 


"Huh? What?" James asked him, baffled. 


"What?" Cliff came back to reality; he took a deep drag from his cigarette, bewildered by what had just 


occurred. 
"Are you talking to yourself, man?" James went on with a goofy smile on his face. 


Cliff turned to his side and smirked awkwardly, James had always given him the impression of a lion cub, with 
his long, blonde mane, his lanky body, and those innocent, droopy blue eyes that sparkled with enthusiasm. 


"Uh, man... | didn't realize it." 
"You zoned out - what's that you're smoking?" 
"Uh... Just an innocent, normal fag, man..." 


"And who's Alexi and Joey? Some new groupies?” 


Cliff blushed and inhaled once again the almost finished fag, in order to gain some time and come up with an 


answer. 
"Oh, no.. No.. These.. They are not groupies... | guess.. What's the date? They are just small boys now... 


"Small boys??? What? Now Cliff, you know this sounds rather weird.. Are you into boys?!" and laughed out 


loud. 

"Fuck off James!" 

"Not my words - you just said so!" 

"Yeah... But it's not how it ..sounds! You make it sound perverse! l'm not a perv, James!" 


"You are stoned, that's what | think! And you're hallucinating cute little boys named Joey and - what was the 
other - Alexi??? Hahaha!" and burst out into loud laughter. 


Cliff joined his laughter. It made more sense to attribute this questionable momentary lapse to some 
hallucinogenic substance. No one would understand him, if he tried to explain.. The two boys.. Those two boys 
were ageless angels, Watchers like him, incarnated, bent on sin.. He turned to the camera again for the last 
time, as the interviewer was wrapping up the conversation with them, preparing to turn off the bulky 
apparatus, and mumbled in a subdued voice, that only his brothers in time would decipher: 


"Its OK Allu.. Don't freak. | know you love him. It's always like that and you know it. That's how it ends 
eventually... It always ends in pain and sorrow.. Are you in pain enough yet Allu? Are you? ..Now I'm ready to 


go.. Soon.. See you in Sheol, my friend...” 


lb - JANNE 
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"Janne! Jannell More.. More please! More, you motherfucker! MORE! TEAR ME APARTI!" Alexi was screaming 
unabashedly, still attached to my lap, riveted on my gradually deflating shaft, after the brutal gallop and the 


bloody release earlier that evening, unwilling to ride off of me. 


His blood was smeared all over our bodies, making the scene appear gruesome - like a crime scene! | didn't 


know that what would follow later, would make this moment seem innocent and.. tender! 

He was punching my chest maniacally, yelling desperately for my attention | could hardly breathe. 

"Allu.. Stop.. Stop it please..." 

"MORE, Jannell Take me - NOW! | need PAIN!" 

"The fuck - what's wrong with you!" 

"| want you to FUCK me again NOW! Please! Do it! Tear me apart, maim me! But FUCK ME NOW!!", he 
outshouted everything and | had to force my palm into his face, gag his dirty mouth with my hand to silence 
him. 


"Shut the fuck up!" | snarled. 


| didn't want all our neighbors to know about our... practices. 


He bit me. 


"Don't you fucking shut me up again, you motherfucker! Ever again! You hear me? EVER!" and he grabbed my 
hand ferociously, pulling it off his face, eyes blazing like a wild cat, casting flames, burning my soul. 


| swear, the pale blue color of his irises had changed into an amber-auburn hue, like embers glowing ominously, 


ready to ignite at any moment. He was scary. 

His cheeks were red with anger and his forehead was sleek with glistening beads of salty sweat that were 
dripping down the arch of his nose. A pulsing vein cracked across his forehead like thunder, highlighting his 
tension. He was also beautiful. 

"Allu. You're out of your mind...” 


"Stop squeaking like a mouse and be MY MAN!" 


‘Oh, you don't mean that!" he started getting on my nerves - perhaps purposefully; he knew how to manipulate 


me. 
"Gay! Softie!" 


"Now- who's the gay? Huh?" | retorted by shoving his stomach. He didn't budge - perhaps | was not that 
strong. 


"Gay-gay-gay-gay!" 

"Fuck off" 

"Fuck ME! Can you?" 

"The helll What? Are you crazy?" 


"For you. Now fuck me.." and started sliding on my groin, still adhering to my loins, rubbing his erect member 


on my belly, forcing my hand - which he was still holding hard - between his parted legs, on his hard cock 


| had to admit that the sensation was arousing. He was feverish hot and humid, down there, already leaking 
precum, that mingled with his blood and cum from before. The sticky texture made me shiver with lust - | 
just wanted to sink into him. Naked horny Alexi had always been an enticing experience, and his demented 
streak only enhanced his willingness to serve and offer any kind of dark and obscene pleasure without protest, 


verging on the dangerous zone. But this... 


‘Ohh... Stop it.." | muttered, closing my eyes to his seductive face, savoring the moment, though, with a feeling 
of guilt. 


This was not right. This was all wrong. This was veering way off what was acceptable, even for our depraved 
standards. 


"Or?" 
"You are crazy!" 

"As fuck - now do it! | know you're getting hard...” 

"Allu... You're bleeding all over.. This.. This can be." 

"Dangerous? We'll all die someday. You're not sick of me, are you?" 
"Of course not! | love y-" 


“Shhh... Don't be lame and fuck me again! | need pain.. More pain." and ground his body wildly against mine, 
exerting such force that he flattened me on my back, on the floor. 


He was hovering above me like a demon, pinning me down, on the floor with both his hands on my shoulders. 
His face looked different. His hair seemed longer and darker, almost black, like snakes and his eyes reflected an 
outlandish silver gleam. | swear | could see a pair of black wings fluttering behind him, enormous, unnatural. 
"Allu.. You scare me.. You're like a demon." | mumbled, reluctant at the absurdity of my claim. 

"A demon? For real? You see tha?" he was taken aback by my notion. "..Then | am a very horny demon for 
YOU." and run a wet, surreptitious tongue on the side of my face, heading down to my neck, licking my 
collarbone, going for my nipples. He nibbled me with his teeth and | groaned. 

| was really hard by that moment, pressing at his sleek with cum and blood, input. It seemed that | was unable 
to keep control of my body - he was in control, he had me under his sway, he dominated over me and he 
would finally extract what he wanted from me! | was terrified for myself, for my sanity, for my body... 


"Now | can feel something stirring.." the sly serpent uttered. 


He was paranoid and lewd and scary. He baffled me. | thought | knew him and then he was a stranger, 
straddling me, forcing me into something that | knew | would enjoy eventually. | had to resist, though... 


"Allu, get off of me, please!" 
"Not until you've fucked me right. Finish us off! | need to feel. | need to feel you fill me. | don't wanna go-" 


‘Ok, stay here but get off of me.." | heaved. 


"| don't wanna leave this place. | don't wanna leave! | don't wanna go anywhere! No!" he whimpered and his 
beautiful face contorted in a distressed grimace, one of sheer pain, which was unfitting for the occasion. | 
would expect an expression of wrath combined with dirty desire. Not sadness and pain But yeah, | should have 


known better - it was his damn mood swings again.. 
"Go where, Alexi? What again? Stop shitting the hell out of me... 


His distress then transformed into fury, and he exploded. In an unprecedented fit, he punched me in the face 
with all his might. | gasped in shock 


"You talk too much!" he spat. 
"Fuck!" - | could feel my nose erupt, the mesmerizing rush of blood, and the nagging flooding in my nostrils. 
"Now, please do me. Rip me. Or do you need more spurring?" 


| grabbed him by his hips and tossed him on the floor with an abrupt flip. He could have crushed his skull, but 
| couldn't care less, in that state. | was furious. | rolled over him, positioning my body between his open legs, 


immobilizing him with my weight. | glared at his face for a few seconds. He looked like a whore. 
"Don't you ever do this to me again! You hear me?!" | blurted - drops of my blood dotting his white skin, red. 


"Or what?", he was actually enjoying it! "Why don't you just ..fuck me, Janne? What's wrong with you, anyway, 


like it's nothing you've ever done before..." 


"You-fucking-piece-of-shit.." | stuttered really enraged and smacked his face over and over again, until he was 
bleeding. He didn't show any signs of annoyance, or anger, quite the contrary. He only wrapped his legs around 
my waist tighter, thrusting his private parts onto mine with a slapping sound. | wanted to strangle him. 


| couldn't hide my boastful erection anymore. The little devil took notice and sniggered, content, in my face. He 
grabbed me with one free hand, pulling the skin up, then sliding it down, with a lewd, smug stare. | tried to 
dismiss the pleasure he was causing me. | tried to focus on the irrationality of his behavior and the fact that 
| WAS SCARED, borderline to panic-stricken, apart from being sexually aroused. It was a matter of the 


moment, which feeling would | give priority to? 


"Get into me hard already!" he was nagging me. "I am open, open for you! | want you into me.. Ravish me! Make 
me hurt.." he squeezed my leaking dick into his bleeding hole impatiently. | relented and surrendered. Lust. | 
gave priority to lust. There was no point delaying the inevitable, or he would end up killing himself (if | hadn't 
killed him first)! "Mmmm... Like this.. Oh.. Yeah.. There you go... In.. Deeper.. Make me hurt...” 


His voice sounded almost tender now, gentle as he guided me with his palms on my buttocks into his body 


again. The familiar refuge | always craved.. My god, how nicely we fit.. How perfect was the sensation, when it 


came to the penetration.. How comforting did it feel to be inside of him.. He thrust hard, as if driven by a 


preternatural force and soon he rolled me on my back, without even unlatching from my shaft. 
Was | in pain? Was | in ecstasy? It was hard for me to telll 


He started riding really hard and deep, with painful thrusts. My dick hurt like hell, but it was still a pleasurable 
pain. He thrust harder and | felt my skin chafe inside of him, my blood starting to fill his tight sheath. | could 
even smell my blood in this wild mixture of hormones, cum, and sweat and | tried in vain to stop him, or at 


least to slow down his wild pace. 


| should have brushed him off, it wouldn't have taken that much of an effort - he was small and light - but 
then, | felt my climax approaching, down in my belly, spreading like a disease in my body, rendering me 
vulnerable. | had to tame him. | gripped his neck with one hand and slapped his face again with the other, to 
see his nose erupt once again - just to take my revenge and get off on his shock. He didn't even flinch, 
although he should be choking! My grip was tightening around the delicate neck, and | bet it would leave blue 
marks all around, but he didn't care! He was ecstatic, he was beyond our realm - he hadn't even realized the 
blow | had inflicted on him, let alone strangling him. 


He was clinging to my shoulders, digging his nails deep into my skin, reaching for my tense muscles, and then 


he pulled them down, scratching deeply my front part to bleeding. 


| hit him in the face instinctively, with my clenched fist, abhorred and ecstatic before | grasped his shameless 
dick violently, jerking him off, dry, to culmination. He screeched my name, louder than he had ever sung at our 
concerts, on the microphone. | attempted to silence his shouts with my hand, without any result. | came into 
him at the same time he was riding his orgasm - and | was sure | was cumming blood mingled with my semen 
into his maimed little hole. 


"MORE... PAIN..!" he howled. 


He arched his back unnaturally while he was experiencing his climax, removing his hands from my scratched 
Torso, landing them onto his own shoulders, clawing maniacally at himself, hideous streaks with his nails, from 


his shoulders down to his chest. | couldn't stop him, he was entranced - and | was overwhelmed. His face was 


a bloody mess from the blows | had exerted on him. | felt like a beast. What had | done? 


Having exhausted ourselves in that simultaneous, prolonged, and dangerous orgasm, he tilted his head to one 
side, relenting from the tension, eyes drooping, lips parting sensually, loosening his latch on me. Eventually, he 
collapsed onto the floor, disentangling himself from my body. | didn't have the time to react and prevent, or at 
least smoothen, his fall this time. He bumped his head hard on the floorboards, with a thud, but | think he was 
already unconscious before the impact. This frenzy had depleted his strength, had sucked the energy out of 
him and all | was having was a hollow husk, drenched in blood and dreadful to look at, splayed across my body. 


"You damned fucker.. You alright?" | asked but got no answer. "Allu?" 


| swept over him, patting his face now to bring him around. His eyes were frozen open, gaping at the void 
beyond me - icy blue eyes, empty and dead. Suddenly he looked like the teenage boy, pale and small and 
vulnerable that | had just ravaged. 


"Alexi... Alexi..! Can you hear me?" 


| pulled him up by the armpits, to no avail. He would not recover that easily. | tried to steady him with my 
hands on his back, to a more upright position, that might look more human-like and alive. His head dropped 
forward nerveless. And.. There was something strange, something not right; an unjustified feeling of humidity 
on my hands, oozing from the point | was holding him. It felt like too much water? no, something thicker, body 
fluids? - flowing from a pulpy spot on his back. 


| turned his body around only to discover two gross, enormous gashes along each shoulder blade. HOLY FUCK! 
The spectacle caused me nauseal | could literally see his bloody flesh, his torn muscle, the eviscerated veins! 


What the hell was that? When did that happen? 


The wounds were gushing blood incessantly. | had no clue as to their origin because | couldn't recall hitting him 
there - or hitting him that hard, for once. | had slapped his face - and, well, fucked his ass mercilessly.. These 
wounds looked as if a butcher had lacerated his flesh deliberately with a knife so as to amputate his - shit - 
his wings, or what, the fuck, could be attached there..? 


| was concerned about his health - and my sanity. | wiped his bloody face with the reverse of my palm and 
kissed his lips in order to wake him. He tasted salty and metallic - the characteristic taste of blood. It took 
some effort before his spirit returned to his husk, forcing some life back, resuscitating him. He blinked 
befuddled and smiled at me sweetly as if nothing weird and wild had occurred before and we were all cool and 
cute and.. | don't know... loved! Did my disheveled and blood-streaked appearance inspire security and affection 


in him? 
"At last, you're back! Hell, thank god you're not deadlll" | shouted in his face. 
"No... l.. Thank you... Thank you, Father, who art in Heaven, for | love him and | worship him and this is my sin.." 


Alexi was turning dangerously.. Christian, | suppose... 
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Sitting on the edge of the bed, watching Alexi submerge in deep sleep, | couldn't contain my sobs. What had | 


become? A monster? Is that what was me now, getting off on a molested Alexi and stuff? 


On the bed lay the body of my lover, crushed and tattered from my own hands, asleep, his breath coming out 
of his half-open lips at a regular pace. | couldn't dare another look at him, after what | had done to him. | was 


ashamed. Sleep wouldn't come, either. 


His frail little figure lay curled in a fetal position, looking more like a wounded child, than a male horny slut. No 
one would believe that it was all his initiative, his damn urge that made me.. serve him that way.. That | had 
been following his.. instructions! Perhaps it was my sick brain, seeking to put the blame on someone else, wave 


off any sort of responsibility, especially when the result was so heartbreaking and shameful. 


Blood covered his slashed back, and | couldn't make it stop. The bleeding between his thighs and his face had 
stopped at least - one thing less to worry about. Here and there | could still discern blotches of smeared blood 
that had escaped me while | was wiping his body clean of any body fluids, with a damp towel. He looked 
damaged and broken, purple bruises blooming on his face and around his neck at the places where | had hurt 


him. It only made me feel more ashamed and worried. 


This was not the spectacle of post-orgasmic relief! This was not the sight of a man who had just enjoyed sex! 
This looked more like a victim of rape, tormented and damaged beyond repair. And it was me who had done 


that! 


The sheets were soiled with his blood from his shoulder blades; | sighed, desolate, as | stood up to go fetch 
some toilet paper or gauze to treat him. 


This was my creation. My piece of sophisticated art - expressive of all the shit | carried in my fucked-up 


brains. 


| ghosted a feather touch over the tortured body; light strokes padding the gauze on his bleeding wounds. 


How had | inflicted such a mess? | would vouch that | hadn't touched his back at all - let alone maim him like 


that! | didn't even have a knife with me, to start with.. The hell! Was | so out of my mind? 


My ministrations caused him to stir in his slumber and | froze still, holding my breath, beholding once again his 
angelic beauty. How could such.. such an angel, behave like a horrid demon? How could such beauty contain so 
much darkness - contagious darkness - that had spread so much out of control? When did his charisma 


become so obscure? 
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Alexi was standing in front of the high window that overlooked the semi-urban scenery outside. He was 
stressed and anxious, he was confused, desperate for some insight; some piece of information that could 
trigger his memory, some help to awaken his spirit. While waiting, he lit a cigarette and inhaled deeply the 
smoke. A cigarette always helped him with his stress, even momentarily. He hadn't asked for permission to 
smoke; there was an ashtray stacked with used fags and the owner of the house was a smoker himself, so in 


a way that provided him with permission 


It didn't take long before Joey joined him. He hadn't noticed him approaching and was surprised by the warm 
hand on his nape and the weight leaning into him from behind for a friendly hug and an affectionate peck on his 
long, darkened hair. He turned around instantly and embraced Joey courteously. Their bodies fit together 
perfectly - but he suspected that it was not merely a matter of size, but a matter of quality, essence. 


"So... H's good to find you, you know.." Alexi said, looking for the appropriate human words to express himself. 
He was still viewing the world through the (beautiful) eyes of Alexi Laiho, whom he had grown pretty fond of. 
He had grown to enjoy living as Alexi Laiho in these times; it gave him an ample variety of carnal experiences 


to savor, feelings to explore, and work to keep him busy. 

"Mmmm." Joey murmured in agreement. "You were not that difficult to find, either..." 

"Am | growing out of control? Is that the reason why you looked out for me?" 

"I think you just need help.." said Joey and kissed him on the lips. "Guidance," and kissed him again. 


Alexi responded to the kiss. It was tender and sweet and captivating - the more he kissed Joey, the more of 
him he wanted! He experienced various feelings and vibrations; it was a shower of light and desire! It was so 
different from kissing Janne because he was in love with Janne, his body craved him and lust blinded him, 
blunting his senses, whereas with Joey it was something beyond earthly sentiments, it was a spiritual union, a 
form of communication, a reconnection of their perennial souls. There was no lust - although their flesh bodies 


responded to the physical stimuli their intercourse evoked, bringing about a raging erection in both men. Alexi 


blushed and smiled at his obvious predicament and Joey joined his mirth - and state of arousal, which was 


quite comforting for the younger man. 

"Take off your clothes." Joey asked him, while he was taking care of undressing himself on his own. Both of 
them remained naked, facing one another, before the window, their stiff members springing forth, touching 
shamelessly. 

Joey put his hand on Alexis chest with compassion, caressed his arms with care, starting from the armpits, 
dragging his fingertips towards his palms, sending shivers of lust down his delicate spine. Alexi stretched out 
both arms, like a crucified Jesus, and threw back his head. Joey ran a finger across his exposed, pale neck, and 
planted light kisses on his immaculate throat, earning a low moan. 

"You turned out well..." 


"Isn't that a pity?" 


"Well... You'll have a memorable impact on them.. You will be loved and adored, so.. One could say that your life 


was worth it." Joey went on to lick Alexi's small nipples, stimulating them, making them hard as spikes. 


"Ahh... Joey.." he sighed deeply at the mesmerizing sensation. "Maybe.. But I'm tired of the same cycle.. | wanna 
stay here and age and die.." 


"You don't mean that." Joey knelt before him, snuggling his face between his thighs. He pecked the sensitive 
skin of his abdomen, teased him with his tongue, tasting his sensitive area Then he took Alexis manhood in his 
mouth and sucked sluggishly, making the CoB frontman convulse and writhe helplessly with desire. 

"| do, actually... | do mean it.. Oooohhh..." 


"That's why you need help.." Joey interrupted his services to talk to him. 


"Oh, don't stop, please..." grumbled Alexi, grabbing Joey's black hair, driving his head back, into his groin to 


resume the pleasurable ministrations. 
"So human, Alexi.. You enjoy it too much, huh?" 


‘|... hell.. You're good.. Is that how you spend.. your human life..? Ooohhh.." and Joey slapped Alexis naked 
buttocks. "Ouch! What was that for?" 


"Mind your language! To answer you, this is how | use my true nature.. The one you want to renounce... You 


know it's not just carnal delight, what you're experiencing...” 


"Oh... Joey... Joey.. How... Oh... | can't last long... Ill." 


"Cum? Is that what you need..?" Joey said in a low, sensual voice and fingered Alexis input dexter ously, 
stimulating every knot and every nerve, before inserting his index into the tight sheath. 


Alexi inhaled deeply, thrusting desperately, begging for more, before Joey put another finger in He hit straight 
at the target and Alexi came within seconds, into his mouth. He was overwhelmed by the divine sensation, all 


the angelic knowledge about himself flooding his mind and his soul through mere, sexual intercourse. 


“Turn around.." Joey whispered in his ear but didn't need to wait for a response, because Alexi was helpless, 
ecstatic, unable to fathom the extent of the knowledge and the degree of carnal excitement all at once. He had 
surrendered his body to the American-born angel, who maneuvered him adeptly, before penetrating him with 
his striking member deeply, with one languorous thrust, implanting the seeds of the Forbidden Knowledge into 


him. "Do you have any doubts, now?" 
"Uh... |." -Alexi was unable to formulate any response. 


"Yeah... | thought so.. Does your human loverboy provide you with this?" - his thrusts grew sturdier and more 


rash. 

"l. yes! | love him!" 

"You.can't stay with him" 

"But why? Why?" Alexi was crying now, desolate, forlorn 

Joey sped up his way inside of him, thriving on his pain and desperation, feeding him with realization, in order 
to keep him under control. He culminated, groaning, into the Finn's body, gripping him from his prominent hip 
bones and the lithe thighs, smacking his petite butt on his groin aggressively, till Alexi was grunting with pain. 
Then, after he had completed his mission, he detached from Alexis limp body, patting and rubbing him 
affectionately, brotherly in a way - because that's what they were; brothers, fellow fallen egregores, eternally 


condemned entities, guarding humanity, sinning on it incessantly.. 


Alexi was still crying, despite Joey's affection, crouching on the floor diminished to a small bundle, cum leaking 


out of his stretched-out butt. 


‘Oh, come on.. Hush now! As if it's the first time.." Joey felt obliged to comfort him, but he sounded more 


ironic than he intended. 
"|... | don't know... l'm tired of all this.. | am happy with him, you know...” 
"Don't you see it's all wrong? You are hurting him!" 


"No, that's not true... You.. You've seen how far we've taken it with the band.. How well it works... You've seen 


how much he's worth my love...” 


"Allu, all you're doing is corroding his sanity insidiously, and that's not what we are supposed to do! How do you 
think your precious human would react if he knew the truth - what you've been doing here with me? Not to 
speak about the Real truth about you.. How will this appear to him, huh?", and pointed him with his index. 
"Does he even know that you are here with Joey Jordison?" 


"Nol You can't do this to me..." 


"So is your real priceless human love based on lies?" and at that moment Alexi's cell phone started to ring, 


making them stop their conversation 


Janne's name flashed on the screen. Alexi held the vibrating apparatus in his hand, unaware of how to deal 
with it - answer it and resort to more lies or ignore it and be bombarded later with more calls and messages 
and who knows what else, postponing the inevitable lies for later. The second option would give him extra time 


in order to come up with an explanation as to why he was in the States.. Alone. Without informing anyone. 


"What are you gonna tell Janne, huh? Why don't you pick up the phone? Why don't you send him a selfie of us 
together, naked and relaxed in our post-orgasmic bliss?" Joey taunted him and lit a cigarette for himself, 
offering Alexi his open packet. Alexi followed his example frowning at the cell phone. "I don't think he will buy 
the ‘it's not what it looks like’ excuse.. What do you think? Is he that dumb?" and Joey exhaled a big plume of 
smoke in Alexi's direction. "I think he'll believe that you cheated on him.. Because it's sex to them - pure, 


fucking, carnal sex! That's what he'll see, too." 
"Unless he knew the truth..." 


"Oh, don't be naive! Don't you even think about that!" 
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In tears | was watching his weak body lose its shape and vigor, become stiff, deformed, disfiguring all the 


beautiful characteristics | had adored and worshipped over the years.. 


Yet this deformed husk was attempting to smile at me, was trying to comfort me while | was plunging into my 
most dejected spirits... 


‘Its OK.. I'll beat it! he would repeat tenderly to me, but the pain never dissipated - neither from his body 


nor from my heart. 


| could not hide my sadness over what had befallen him.. What he had become and how fate had treated him.. 
| thought it was unfair. Everything surrounding him was unfair! He was being mistreated by life itself and | 
was enraged on his behalf! Slipknot? Girlfriends? Now his health.. What a shame... 


Acute transverse myelitis they had called it.. He could become incapacitated pretty fast if he didn't get severe 


treatment... 


And yet, he wouldn't complain. He was only sorrowful about the way he was cast out of Slipknot, and that's the 
only occasion he cringed about stuff. 


But this now.. Myelitis.. Paralyzed.. How... How could | help him? The only way | wanted to think of him was as a 
strong and willful man! Despite his smaller size, he was sturdy and, well.. walking, going.. Now he was sitting in 
a wheelchair, waiting to be rolled to the doctor's office - the one that | had persuaded him to visit after the 


health problem had become really obvious and dysfunctionall 


OK, | am a nurse, so | know stuff about health issues and problems.. And | have known Joey since grade school 
- that is, like forever - although we came closer later, in high school. I've known him even better than a 
schoolmate - as we have always been ‘friends with benefits‘, sharing whenever we were both available - 


single, without a partner, that is, recently separated or abandoned for someone better... 


But | liked it. And he had seemed to enjoy it too. | admit that | yearned for those moments more often when 


we could have the greatest fuck of our lives and erase from our conscious mind ALL the assholes, who had 


treated us unevenly. He was always so hard and so - oh, my god.. So strong! So manly! All the height he lacked 
in inches, he possessed in manhood! A real gentleman and a WONDROUS lover... Sex with him was just compelling 
and deep inside my heart, | had always expected us to wind up Together someday, grow old, and settle down 
with each other.. Like a real couple. Perhaps get a baby.. Or two. A wish that seemed to drift further and 
further away from me the more time went by, unattainable, although we would always resort to each other, 
given the opportunity. 


Now that the health issue had become a crucial factor, | knew that Joey would be deeply devastated and bury 
his sorrow deep inside his heart. No matter how hard he would fight - because he would fight, he was a 
warrior after alll - his wings had already been shattered. | knew that all hope was somehow lost in him, all 


expectations evaporated with the sheer diagnosis. He wouldn't show, but | knew. 

| could see it in his eyes, bedimming his translucent blue stare, polluting it with nasty shadows that upset me. 
And | knew that my dream would never come forth, because if he was so intangible while he was sound and 
walking, now that he was broken and somehow disabled, he was lost forever. 

| would still grant him my earnest devotion if he were to give me a sign and a chance... 

Holding him in my arms, in the awful hospital that is my refuge - my permanent residence of late - | knew 
that | loved him and that | wanted him to have faith in himself for me, for him.. He seemed so strong, yet | 


knew that he was so sensitive and proud that | should remain alert to diagnose in time the signs of his 


breaking down.. 


"Wh... What?" 


"Oh, nothing.. Nothing you don't already know, anyway.. And | do believe in you.. We'll get over it.. Ill be by 


your side!" 


| was scared to speak out my truth.. 
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"But why?! All of this? All this pain.. Why?" he was speaking out loud, too passionate, too arduous about his 
suggestions, like a politician preaching the speech he had prepared, having studied thoroughly the options he 


would support no matter what. | couldn't hold him back. It was the same show all over again.. 


So | just quit any attempt to silence him, let him just pour it all out, walking back and forth in front of me in 
confident strides, while | was struggling to remain silent, crunching some chocolate, sipping my coffee - trying 
to act normally, anyway.. Maybe it was all he needed after all, vent his pent-up psychotic forces and when 


calmed down, he would finally shrink back to the beautiful boy | loved and cuddle in my arms. 


He was furious, rambling incoherent things to me - only because | was still ignorant of his reality at that time, 


hadn't done my studying, and could only attribute his violent swings to psychosis. Not his true nature. 


"All that we have is for nothing.. | am herel | love you.. But it has to end because it's not allowed.. It's vile, it's 
hideous and it's forbidden - everything | do is forbidden, regarded as too much interfering.. Everything | do is 
wrong, a mistake, an Unholy, Fucking mistake... Forsaken - that is what I'll always be; forsaken and damned. Then 


WHY THE FUCK should | even exist? You hear me? You fucking hear me?ll" he shouted staring at the ceiling. 


"Allu, please relax.. Don't obsess with weird ideas again.. Please... | love you.. | so fucking love you and | won't go 


away - what else do you want me to say? Please, stop this.. This rant of negativity!" 


"Aaaargh! YOU! You don't even understand! You fucking live in your little, cute pink bubble, BLIND to anything 


beyond your heart and your dick! Drink your sweet coffee - have a fucking cookie!" 
"Hey, weirdo! Shut up! You-" 
His eyes were wide and pulsating, glaring orbs of blue fire, ready to pop out of their sockets. And then, all of a 


sudden, he lost his focus, he got confused - living another violent mood swing, as if he was possessed by a 


demon, speaking shit using his mouth, then abandoning him, leaving him nonplussed and weird. 


"I'm sorry.. Janne, l'm sorry.. Its just.. | don't understand why..." 


"What, Allu? You just insult me and belittle me and talk to me like shit.. What's that | don't understand..? Why 
don't you fucking explain, huh? For, as far as | know, it's you that's been talking in riddles.” 


"The Reason why our love is forsaken..." 


‘Our love - its not forsaken.. It's.." | hesitated, approaching him gently, perhaps desperately, placing my palm 
on his cheek, to show him some affection that he needed apparently. "Maybe its not widely approved by 
society and church - but we don't give a damn about that, Allu, do we? Its not forbidden, ‘cause | love you 
truthfully and love you forever... All| want is to be with you and make it last forever... Shit.. | feel so shy to 
confess this to you, but | can't stand seeing you bashing at yourself for no reason!" | opened up my heart - 
and mouth - to him, almost in tears, because it hurt, you know, to expose yourself so much to another, so 
versatile and erratic and mad like Alexi, not knowing if they would eventually crunch you like a cockroach, dump 
you like yesterday's garbage - or whatever... But somehow | sensed that he needed my reassuring words, he 
needed to know that | didn't see him as an abhorrent aberration, that he was not alone, and that | was with 
him, on the same page, feeling the same love for him.. | thought | might help quench the turmoil in his mind 
and soul and therefore he would become again my shiny pretty angel! My superstar! 


| had come up with all the wrong words to approach him... Ironic.. Because, that was the forbidden love! Being 
idolized by people, making an addictive superstar of himself, worth worshiping, instead of well.. god, let's say? 


„How preposterous all this still sounded to me, but well.. That's the point. It sounded too preposterous to be 
true so that nobody would take it seriously and start delving into all the mystic stuff of the unseen world 


surrounding us! 


"Janne... You are so innocent.. Makes me love you even more.." he said, cupping my face in his hands, pressing 


me so tightly that | thought he would crush my skull 


"| don't care what | am.." | told him and he leant forward, our foreheads pressed together, touching, nose tip 


on nose tip before he pecked my lips with his own 


"Still, | want you to know that I've always wanted to stay.. | never wanted to mess up... All | love is music and 


you!" 

"And people adore you for that - your love for music! What's wrong with that? What's forbidden? You are a 
guitar god and a sex symbol - you should really be happy!" | said naively, admiring his beautiful, angelic face as 
he shut his eyes, frowning in despair. 


"No... No! No, no, no! That's not - that's... Uh..." 


"Stop being so critical of yourself!" 


"You stop itl! You DON'T KNOWI!!" he yelled at me - mood swing alert! 


Suddenly, in an explosion of too much condensed emotional energy, the TV screen jolted into life, blasting us 
with a video of Metallica It was that old interview with James Hetfield and Cliff Burton, back in the mid- 
eighties, on a tour bus. The same one that | had caught Alexi watching, bewitched, in the past. The volume was 
deafening, forcing us into silence. It caught our attention, in a disturbing way. The video was picked up at the 
point where Cliff Burton was saying something about himself and the band and how they worked and stuff 
about their music style, obviously answering the question of the interviewer. His words, though bore an 
ambiguity, as if talking about some different quality of his: “That's how it is for us.. That's how it works, in 
our case.. | can't speak on behalf of the others, but we are different, | think, in every way.. And | don't know 
what else to do in my life because | am devoted to music, and | wanna do it right, no matter what - it's either 


take it or leave it..." 


Alexi screamed his lungs out like a maniac - | was pretty sure that our neighbors would have already been 
aware that he was mentally sick - a perverse paranoid - needing psychiatric treatment, before doing any 
severe harm to himself - or to anyone else. There was no point in trying to speak any logic into him. Perhaps | 
had better try to approach him like a.. ‘beast-whisperer', compliantly, non-provocatively before he started 


forcing me to ravage him and beat him senseless! 


"No! No! Shut up! Nol! Speak out clearly, you asshole, and go tell himl", he screamed at the TV and startled me 
with his unexpected reaction: he picked up an empty beer bottle - one of the dozens scattered all around our 
living space - and hurled it at the TV screen, right between Cliff Burton's eyes, who appeared to be staring at 


a very particular audience - us! - with an unnerving smirk. 


Cliff Burton was addressing us, speaking straight into our souls with his fiery greenish eyes, as if that was live 


footage of the 2st century and not the poorly shot video of 198b. 


The flat screen was cracked dead black and Burton's image vanished, leaving an eerie spider-web pattern on 
the glass and a whiff of smoke in its place followed by a low hiss. The set was burning after the damage Alexi 
had caused with his beer bottle. We would catch fire! | had to rush to the main electricity switch and turn it 
off, cut the power off, before trying to remove the cable from the socket! 


Alexi was staring dumbfounded at the black void that had succeeded Cliff Burton's picture, virtually motionless, 


devoid of the vitality he was superfluous with, moments before, like a corpse, without soul. 


NNNNNRE nuunuu wuwu 


Remembering that incident | could say for sure that this was not a benign guardian angel, a naive cherub - 
this angel was not protecting me, watching out for my welfare.. He was nothing like the stuff we read and 


expect of an angel described in Christian gospels and stuff.. 


This was a self-deprecating entity, not meaning any harm to people - no, he was not malevolent - not trying 
to avert it, though! It seemed that these angels were a whole autonomous species that interacted with 

humanity, the same way we, humans, interacted with cats and dogs and goats - and pets in general.. And for 
some reason, it dawned on me that | was his pet, his toy.. But | didn't mind, | had somehow made peace with 


my... fatel 
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"I wanted that baby! Oh god.. Why...?" 


| was in tears. The pain was enormous - both psychological and physical. Joey was sitting on the stiff visitor's 
chair by my side, holding my hand in his, pecking my knuckles with soft, tender kisses. 


"Hush, baby now.." he tried to comfort me. 
"Oh, Jo.. Why? Why should it be like this?" 


"The doctor said that the fetus suffered from problems that rendered it incompatible with life.. It would pass 


away any moment later. It was a matter of time, baby.. It wasn't your fault." 
"I know what the doctor said, but why? Why would it have to be our baby?" 


"Why wouldn't it? | mean.. It's random. That's nature.. Can happen to anyone." he said in a steady voice, in 


comparison with my trembling one. 


However, | could see that the whole process had shaken him. He was struggling inside of him, | could see the 
strife behind those sharp blue eyes. He was having a hard time trying to keep cool and emotionless and strong 
for me, borderline failing. Maybe it would work better for me, if he just let his feelings out, vent his pain and 
bitterness, and let me witness this vulnerable aspect of himself, see him demeaned more than the compact 


man he had already been, making him appear even smaller. 


The baby might have inherited his small, yet solid posture. But it might have also inherited his beautiful eyes, 
his full lips, and the gentleness of his soul.. If only he (it was a boy, the doctor said) would have survived.. 
But.. Nature had decided to make a monster of him and destroy him before he exited my womb.. 


| was on the brink of breaking into sobs again, but Joey sensed my condition and pulled me into a tight hug. He 


kissed me on the crown of my head and for once | felt as if we were a real couple as if we were actually 


together, kinda married, bonded with something stronger and substantial than plain friendship - enhanced with 


benefits when we needed to fill up for someone else's place. 
"| would have loved this baby so much.. So much.. Ohh..." | said. 


"I know sweetheart. I'd love that baby too.. Though | keep thinking that it might have been a mistake... All this a 


mistake, this bliss, this paradise, and therefore taken away from me, from us..” 


"A mistake? You really think so?" | looked at him utterly upset now. "A baby is never a mistake! When a baby 
is conceived, then it is meant to bel It is meant to come to life - otherwise, there wouldn't have been any 
conception! And this baby was there, it wanted to happen when we- you know.. What were the odds between 
you and me, Jo, getting laid once in a blue moon, after someone's departure?" - now | was becoming bitter and 
ironic about our thing, " You know how things are between you and me.. Why should it be us, getting pregnant 


and not a normal couple that really wants it and tries for it..?" 
" Maybe. But it was revoked. It was not meant to be..." 


"You are so cold, Jo.. So unlike you.. But | understand - | am nothing to you. | am just making up for - who, 


what was her name again? l'm a substitute, so why care..?" 
"Hey, hey! Stop! | was really into that pregnancy! I've known you for.. ages, do you think that I'd be shy to tell 
you if | objected to that baby? It's not a fucking toy, man! Its not a fucking joke - it's a life we're talking 


about! It was mine, too!" 


"I don't know... All | know is that | feel so devastated, so hollow, and lost after the abortion.. | hate the pain 
and.. all this drives me crazy.. | wanted so fucking much your baby, Jo - and now it was taken from me 


forever!" 


"You'll get another chance, sweetheart. Nothing is permanently lost.. This was just - let's say it was just bad 


luck..." 


"Will we try again? Try, this time..?" | was desperate for some comfort, but he only winced before he decided 
to reply. 


"We'll see.. Let's get over this one... l.. | think you'll be a great mother. | trust you - more than myself!" 

"You'd be a great father, too, Jo.. You are so kind.. So giving, so selfless." and he blushed like a child. 

‘| think you're exaggerating... l'm a bunch of problems and issues." he scowled, 

Ok, he referred to his drug problem. It still seemed to bother him... | mean, | can give him some credit, because 


when he had happened to be high, he was not a spectacle you'd enjoy.. But it was something we couldn't fix - 
something we couldn't deal with! I've been in hospitals as a nurse all my life and | have witnessed the positive 


outcome when an addict receives medical help. The only prerequisite was that the addict WANTED to change... 
And a child on the way is always a determining factor for change for the better. 


"Hold me please..." | asked him and he put his arms tenderly around my sore body before he started humming 
an old, familiar, soothing yet haunting melody: 


"You are my sunshine.. My only sunshine.. You make me happy when skies are gray..'* 


Joey had a beautiful voice when he was sad. So resonant, so packed with emotion.. 
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We decided to meet at the rehearsal place. The house - our house - couldn't contain both of us anymore - 


the silence was solid, a huge lump displacing anything and anyone that once mattered. 


Allu was a stranger. He was hardly in his right mind anymore. It was tough to witness the downfall of a loved 
one - especially when that loved one was so stubborn and cocky and proud.. He had recently attempted to get 
sober, then | had found him passed out dead drunk in his own vomit on the carpet. He was speaking 
nonsensically, all the crazy blabbering | used to adore in the past, only now it was creating obnoxious chaos like 
his fucked up presence had become. Obnoxious. Unmanageable. Unwelcome. 


He had texted me to meet that day. Hadn't dared a phone call - proud fool.. Perhaps he had been inspired to 
write some music and wanted to share it with me, the way we had always done - share and develop his 
aspiring ideas. Perhaps his girlfriend had dumped him once again - Allu, unable to keep some semblance, as our 
company had instructed us to do (our love was far too provocative and perverse for the American standards, 
they had said..) Thankfully, he was not in the hospital and it could be a good opportunity to meet and jam and 
catch up on stuff anyway.. 


| loved and hated him. 


| hated him when he was not around. | hated the void he would leave behind when he was not there - so 
disproportionately big, in comparison to his tiny stature. | hated him for the shit in his head, for the beauty in 
his head, | hated his annoying ability to create while being physically contorted, stressed, and exhausted! | hated 
him for being alive, and not around me, and | hated him for the chaos he had brought about in my life.. He 
had dislodged the mess from his head and placed it into the core of my existence! 


And | loved him. | knew that | would fall for him again, eventually; | knew that | would love him with all my 


heart and body once | set my eyes on him again, be it in a hotel room, on our tour bus, even IVed in a hospital 


bed, as it was rather common lately, due to his health problems. | loved his unique ability to create while being 
physically contorted, stressed and exhausted, | loved the shit in his head and his incoherent babbling - it 
revealed a vulnerable side of himself, so private that was almost exclusively reserved for mel | loved all his 
insecurities and fears, all his physical issues; | loved his HUGE eyes, studding his skeletal face, x-raying me for 


an answer to his despair... 


His skeletal face.. Where was the rest of him? He used to be so pretty and supple, vibrant with life, now he 


looked precariously gaunt.. What had consumed him? 


It was dark outside, and | was aware that we would be alone because only his car was parked in the parking lot 
in our rehearsal hangar. It was dark inside, too, when | entered the premises. Where the hell was he hiding? 
Was he asleep? Was he out, for a random errand, like buying himself another pack of cigarettes, or a couple of 
bottles of some random booze? Was he at the toilet - huh? Was he in some sick mood, plotting jokes on me, 
such as welcoming me naked in a pool of fake blood, like he had done for Halloween in the past..? Well, | was 
afraid that the fake blood would have been replaced by his real one now - no fake at alll | dreaded that 


prospect... 


| heard his sobs, coming from the dark lounge. Damn, he was crying. | had to restrain myself not to run to his 
side, hug him tight, comfort him, pet him and adore him. Not again, god, please.. Not again those incoherent 


messages and fits.. Let him be in his right mind, for once.. Please... 


Something small was crouching on the sofa. All | could discern was the dark outline of an unidentified heap that 


comprised both jutting corners and rounded shapes. 
"Alexi..?" | asked. 
"You came..." his haunting voice echoed in the emptiness as if coming out of the mouth of a ghost. 


"What are you doing in the dark?! Turn on a light!" | said, a bit annoyed at his childishness, and reached for the 


switch. 


The cold white light flickered above us before steadying itself in a proper luminous flow. It revealed a crushed 
angel, bundled on the sofa, a bottle of cheap beer was dangling from one bony hand, a pen and a notebook in 
the other. Dark rags dressed his skeletal body. A stream of blood was running out of two self-inflicted slits in 
both wrists - and that flow was probably the liveliest thing about him, honestly. his life essence was pouring 
out of him, seeping into the dark fabric of his graceless garments, soiling his notebook, his beer.. He was 


crying. 


"Fuck, Alexi! Are you insane?!! Hell, shit! Fuck! Not again." | barked and he barely looked in my direction - | was 
frozen by his grim appearance. "Why are you doing this to yourself?! To me? To everyone? Huh? Do you want 
to hurt us? Drive everyone crazy with those.. those stupid stunts? Why Alexi? Why?!! Do you need some 

attention and you'd fucking do ANYTHING for that, even if it took molesting your fucking body again? ..Like we 


haven't had enough of it alreadyll" | yelled, enraged at him, because this was the only way to mask my deep 


concern: hurt him like | was still hurting and finally yield some power over him.. 


Needless to say, | regretted it immediately. However, | didn't dare to show him. Only looked disturbed, despising 
him, waiting for a movement, a pathetic word, something to turn against him once again and bash at him, 


outlet my accumulated distress and desperation of what we had become. 


He didn’t give me what | was seeking. He only gazed at me with sunken, wet eyes, his eyeliner smudged grimly 
around his two blue pools, dripping down on his cheeks in black streaks. Then he started reciting some chants 
he had either composed or memorized from an unspeakable source: 

"Open your eyes, what have you done? 
I've been back, forth stuck yet spun 
Too keyed To lie still, too tired to run 


| can't believe it's come to this 
Its safe to say that ignorance is bliss 
Bittersweet goodbye and one last kiss 


Forever is a long time that | won't miss 


Too tired to run it's getting late 

Make up your mind 

| was never your kind 

This is gonna hurt me black 'n' blue 

But don't you think that no one measures up to you 


| can't believe it's come to this 
It's safe to say that ignorance is bliss 
Bittersweet goodbye and one last kiss 


Forever is a long time | won't miss 


Feel the hate we're breeding 

Fear the lives we're leading 

Cry while you watch me bleeding 
The blood | have been spilling 

Love we keep on killing 

Was supposed to be for something 
Guess it was all for nothing 


| can't believe its come to this 

Its safe to say ignorance is bliss 
Bittersweet goodbye and one last kiss 
Do you feel the hate we're breeding 


Fear the lives we're leading 
Cry while you watch me bleeding 
Cry while you watch me bleeding..* 
That's.. That's me. That's us.." he declared in a subdued voice and bent forward to pick up his guitar. 


| was merely looking at him through bleary eyes. It was impossible to hold back my tears anymore. One droplet 
escaped from my waterline.. And then another. It hurt so much.. My love.. His love... 


"Wait." | uttered without a reason. 

He ignored me and started scratching a riff on his guitar. His damn guitar which was by now drenched in blood 
- his real blood, and not the aforementioned fake, Halloween fluke! The notes were heartfelt, weeping... So 
resonant with sadness, so packed with emotion. 

"Allu." | whispered - but he didn't seem to register my voice. 

| could see him drifting towards unconsciousness, due to the blood loss, while he was still struggling to play. He 
closed his eyes, in surrender and he would have collapsed if it hadn't been for my timely intervention: | put a 
protective arm behind his back and pulled him in my arms. | shivered at the sensation! It felt as though | was 


holding a scarecrow. 


"Alexi, don't! Listen to me! I'm here! Don't drift away.. Open your eyes!" | patted his sunken cheeks, before he 


opened again his forlorn eyes, granting me with his irresistible blue stare. 
My heart ached, 

‘| wanted you to be the first to hear it.. It still breaks my heart, Janne..." 
“Alexi, please..." 

"You're serious.. You never called me by my full name..” 


"Well, hell, yeah! Of course, | am serious! | mean - look at you! You're definitely not serious!!" | kept on hurting 


him - and regretting it. 

"It hurts me.. All this.. We.. That fucking thing.. | can't stay long, | will be taken.. | can't.. All for nothing.. That's 
the title.. All | do is for nothing, forever for nothing.. | am condemned to nothing, for nothing... | wish... Oh, 
Janne..." 


He was losing his coherence of speech again, so | distracted him with something more mundane. 


"Alexi.. Let's.. Let's get these wounds treated, right? Can you lie down on your back while | bring the gauge?" 


"Tell me that you love me.." 
"You're bleeding... l'm worried for you!" 
" Because | love you still.. | wanted you to be the first to hear this song.. My confession." 


"Alexi, give me your hands.." - no way | was leaving him alone in search of gauge; | should improvise, find 


something to treat those ugly wounds, and stop the bleeding. 


| searched with my eyes for something | could use, like a towel, a bedsheet, a T-shirt.. Anything that could be 


of service. 


"Feel the hate we're breeding, fear the lives we're leading, cry while you watch me bleeding, the blood | have 


been spilling, Love we keep on killing-*" 


My T-shirt! There was no way | would remove any of his clothes - he would disintegrate; | had to use my T- 


shirt. 


"-Was supposed to be for something, Guess it was all for nothing®.." he kept on singing, oblivious to my 
fretting. 


| was shivering naked from the waist up in front of him now. 


"Stop it please." | asked him, trying to tear the T-shirt in two pieces with a knife that was lying on the coffee 
table - the knife he had used, apparently to slit his wrists. 


Such words.. Such fucking words he had written! 
"Was supposed to be for something, Guess it was all for nothing.. Was it all for nothing..." 
"No, Allu! No! It was not." | blurted while | was tying half of my T-shirt around his one wrist. 


"Watch me bleeding.. Love we keep on killing.. Was supposed to be for someth-*" - | latched my mouth onto 
his, to shut him up. 


And | indulged in a deep, heartbreaking kiss that was so vivid and intense.. We were kissing and groping 
desperately, like in the past, and | loved him, he was my boy, my angel and | wanted to feel his body squirm 
beneath me, | needed to let my body convulse inside of him, make him mine again! And he was crying and 
bleeding and yearning and giving and | couldn't detach myself from his mouth - that fucking sweet mouth - 
and all of a sudden | was stark naked, penetrating him carefully, lovingly, not to hurt him, on the fucking couch, 
gasping for air, crying in despair.. He was mine again, and | loved him, God knows how | loved him, and | came 
into his failing body, pulsating vibrantly, working him fervently with my free hand to a simultaneous releasel 


All the drugs he might be using.. 
„| was now using. 
Now that he was gone... And | was left alone, with a ghost and a bitter memory ripping my soul apart. 


| needed to find him, even if that entailed shooting that damn thing into my vein.. And hope and pray - oh, 
please God help me - it won't be all for nothing.. 
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Have you ever felt eyes on your back? Have you ever felt that you are not alone, when no one's around? Have 


you ever thought that somebody's watching you, hidden in the dark? Yeah.. | thought so. 


That's me. That's who | am. 


If you are reading this letter, then, Im definitely not around anymore, so the year must be.. late 2020? 202P | 


presume if my calculations are correct.. 


So, yeah.. Now that Im gone, | think that | should somehow make up for you.. Answer some questions you may 
have, cast some light in the unfathomable darkness Ive thrown you into, enlighten you to some degree - though it's 
not allowed! - and try to help settle your wrenched soul at last with bits of information that might provide you 
some peace. Hopefully. 


| know | hurt you. | know it still hurts, though its been almost a year since we last were ‘good friends, lets put it 
that way. Oh, Janne, please.. Dont cry! | can see your tears and my ‘soul’ í don't know if this is the proper term, 
you know..) is distressed, for all the sorrow that lve caused you I assure you that | am the one to blame for 


everything.. And Im truly sorry about if, about my recent unabashed and arrogant and introverted behavior. Youd 


think that Im talking about my cocky, rock-star fucking kind of lifestyle | may have adopted lately (or, will adopt?) 
or my recklessness concerning my health issues that have been bothering me like mean leeches, the last years.. (/ 
know, | am an ugly skeleton, alright?!) Yet no.. Thats not what Im sorry for, in the first place - not that | don't 
regret that shit, Too.. 


The reason for acting like a rock-star asshole was not my snobbish pride in what WE have collaboratively achieved 
with Children of Bodom (1 say WE because CoB comprises all of you, not only me as you might think that I 
believed.. | just initiated stuff, put together some ideas, as is by default my Mission.) Being an asshole was the 
result of my arrogance to have you - plural you - to mix and mess up with you, to drive my existence fo the 
extremes, thinking that | could escape the forthcoming doom this time, that | could evade my tate and my 
Mission. | could alter the ending of my pathetic Existence.. And upon realizing what a FOOL Ive actually been, my 
pain became so deep that | couldn't keep it to myself. | reflected it on you, hurting you so shamefully bad.. Crap.. 


Ím confusing you, but HI explain! And let me take a minute and smile about how deranged | may sound to you 
because Ive really missed smiling - smiling thinking about you. | can see your puzzled cute, pretty face, gradually 
consumed by age, wince with curiosity, maybe suspicion You know, lil always love your aging face, because to me 
this is reall Its authentic, it reflects life, the cycle of birth and death and its the only source of inspiration, the 
true life force that matters after all.. Well, Hil never get any of that and Im Kinda jealous.. Yeah, yeah, jealous of 
your balding head and your flabby pouch! (Oh, forgive my erratic writing - jumping from subject to subject because 
| need to take it all down at once, spit out all that | keep inside before | regret it) 


My life doesn’t matter, you know, for | don't belong with you - and please, stop thinking that, oh, Allu is pessimistic 
and depressive and fucked up again! Believe for once in what Im writing; its not the incoherent rambling of the 
psychotic, depressive guy you've put up with, in your life.. The truth is simple: | am not one of your kind. | dont 
belong to this Earth, Janne, to this Universe, to this realm, fo this phase of Reality. Never dd Never will. | dont 
belong with humans - Im just an incarnated spirit (..an incarcerated entity, haha!) - an angel, as your religion calls 
it - thats condemned to bring hell as always, as it has already been proven.. 


The cycle repeats itself and it's getting tiresome and tormenting.. | thought that Id have done better this tme.. 
Me.. Joey". Ciiff... | could go on forever - the list is long.. 


But we are bound eternally with our mistakes, we will always relapse into the same tactics and antics and 


eventually fall... Fall again. This is the right word - "Fall - Fallen". That's me. One of the ‘Fallen’. 


You are so lovely.. Wondrous! Irresistible... 


We were supposed to Watch you - Watchers, Egregores, Fallen Angels - without interfering with you that much. 
We were supposed to guide you, to cater to you, provide for you, fo inform and teach and fo protect you, 
because we all possessed a skill, a specialty in some art or science.. Music is a form of art - but you may think 
that Im mocking you lke an a-grader with things we already know and fake for granted. 


My skills lie in music - and | am devoted to music.. You also know that. Joey’, Cliff, ‘Chuck:.. All of us belong to 


the same ‘clan’ or ‘brigade’ - or whatever you humans and Christians call it. 


Ím pretty sure | shouldnt be disclosing such cosmic shit to you, but well, you know me - Ive always been a 
naughty boy, and a naughty fallen watcher | am, otherwise, | wouldnt be in this position.. You can ask vey; for 
example, if he's still around.. Besides, | do love you and | do think that all this shit is an untair fluke and you 
deserve to understand why all this fucking crap is happening.. to you. (Uh, | bet this isn’t an angel's language, but 
hey - Ive been too close to you and have assimilated your vernacular! Haha!) 


Janne read those books of bullshit - the Scriptures. The Apocrypha.. Enoch's Book.. All the crazy stuff that is 
written in there is not just a myth, nor some ridiculous fairy fales.. Its about us. They may seem lke the 
incredulous figments of a paranoid mind, but there is enough truth, for those who are privileged to see, or guided to 
do so, lke you! 


| have sinned Janne.. Coming to you (and cuming with you).. Messing up with you.. Being worshipped as a guitar god 
by all these people only nourished my Ego and made me veer off my original course.. And then its you - 
personally YOU, naive, gawky, and now fucking wise Janne, with the thinning long harr.. 


This was a mistake | was too willing to repeat because | fell for you - singular youl We both knew that it was 
wrong - and not because we were both males; this was a stinging detail fo make my condemnation more severe, 


as it perplexed the Original Scheme and somehow became a mockery of the Holy (shit) plans, a mockery of god's 


creation (hey, that sounds cool for a Title for one of our next songs, keep that in mind, dude... A mockery of 


God's creation! 


I still love you. Getting too close to you was the sin: interacting with you on a personal level, mingling with you and 
eventually damaging your beautiful, innocent soul, perhaps irreparably with my influence.. That's to be forsaken for. 
But that became my paradise, too. You thought you had an angel, that you were fucking something precious and 


innocent and divine - but all you've ever had was a horrid demon gradually poisoning your soul 


Because we have fallen from "Grace" (Im sounding ironic, mark my tone, but this is damn paper with no fucking 
sound) and "Paradise", aka our original cosmic place, is irretrievable. Our eternal punishment is this never-ending 
cycle of birth in ignorance - rejoice in debauchery throughout life - strife before death in full awareness.. An 


incessant vicious cycle that keeps us in that limbo.. 


It sets off so deceittully, lke a new prosperous beginning that we may actually achieve fo manage the temptation 
this time, that we may have been given a new chance fo salvage our fucking soul (well, | will use that term, after 
all.) That the past will be finally deleted and we, redeemed! We get born in ignorance, in a human family, unaware 
of who we are, what we are, as if our memory is temporarily erased - yet as we grow older we manifest signs of 
our unorthodox reality, such as extreme adeptness at an art or science and a peculiarity of character, often 
verging on antisocial or psychotic, as you name it; could be self-loathing and untamed Yeah, correct - thats me. 


Ive always been like that, but you already know it 


While living in blissful ignorance, history finds its sly way fo wind in, and spoil everything. We fuck with humanity, we 
become part of if, we identify ourselves with our every incarnation, delve into our arts and crafts and fall into the 
same ‘self-inflicted’ trap.. Realization of our true nature dawns gradually, usually when it is too late, and there is 
no chance for salvation, or change at all.. Too late for apologies* - too late for love** (if | may quote two songs 
that Ive tortured you with during our lovemaking when we were together.) Every time is fucking the same, 


forever and ever.. My case - no exception. 


Í realized my identity with Cliff Burton, that night - and Jey Jordison, that other night, after our show. Need I 
remind you? They were/are a step ahead of me.. Both reclaimed - lke me - at different time phases that mean 
something fo you, but utterly nothing fo us.. | guess you wouldnt believe me if | fold you back then all this shit 


You would lock me in the psycho-ward and you would be terrified. Remember how scared of me you were when | 


merely asked you to fuck me and make me feel human again? Give me some pain..? | mean - cmon - you know, 


you remember, dont you? 


„You fucked me so goddamn perfect - for your information Thanks for that. If we were simply a ‘good fuck story’ 
then things might not have turned out so bitterly.. But it involved feelings - feelings | cant contain anymore, 
feelings that are stil alive and paintul, that | must restrain and smother, in hope that you might cut loose, 
denounce me Ike all the others! | do work on that, you know! Make you hate me. Become intolerable, 
unapproachable.. Yeah, that's the asshole rock-star Allu of late.. 


Do you hate me? 


At least ve tried. 


Be a despicable, stubborn jerk that you can all get over easier.. 


But, Janne, the truth is | love you. | know telling you now, affer all that charade is purely self-centered, but | cant 
stand the pain anymore. | have fo write it down, knowing that you will find this eventually and read it in a few 
years because keeping it from you devastates me. Moreover, | do believe that Ive failed in making you hate me. 


If | was given the option to renounce my nature and stay with you, even if that meant a short, human life, | would 
go for it, | swear! ve asked Cliff for that! Joey, too. | may have hidden you a few things about Joey, but that 
doesn't matter now.. | can't stand the same cycle anymore. The same torment. | had hoped that this time, | would 
have achieved something different. Perhaps Ive had the same expectation the previous times. 


İt seems that all my attempts are in vain (all for nothing), and Hi be forced to go way too early, ruin you one 
more time, and add another culpable failure to my shitty record. 


That night here, at the studo, | was truthful fo you "All for nothing"*** is for us. | wrote it for us. | adored how 
you responded fo my riffs and the fading twin solos, while we were recording it. Making love to you that night was 
idyllic. It was something deeper and more intense than mere carnal union.. Our souls were in sync. 


/ must go - and this will be in tremendous pain It's Ok.. Sickness means nothing to me, and | am prepared to suffer 
silently so that | dont upset you too much. | know and Ive made peace with this fate somehow. Rather Ive quitted 
any anticipation. | wanted to come clear fo you, now that | am mentally capable.. | love you and | promise you 


that | will resume my eternal role again, as your useless, guardian angel.. That is. Watching you.. watching me.. 


Allu 


24 - JANNE 
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"Janne, | don't wanna know what kind of practices you.. adopt with Alexi, but you have to put your shit 
together... | mean.. This.. This is not a sane spectacle!” Henkka had caught up with me after the rehearsal, 
pointing in Alexi's direction. "| mean.. What's wrong with the two of you, can you tell me?!" he went on, seeing 


how off and sickly and damaged Alexi had seemed during our rehearsal. 


Of course, we had had a pretty feisty night again, before that damn rehearsal, and Alexi was bruised and hurt 
and smashed all over once again. How could | explain those blows, those marks on his face and body? How could 
| justify the slashes on his chest, if he absent-mindedly took off his shirt in front of everyone? | was feeling 


so ashamed, so worried about my own sanity. 


Not that my own appearance was a more.. beautiful spectacle to behold! My knuckles were scratched and 
scabbed, after Alexi had ground my hand on the concrete wall in our apartment, in my attempt to blow some 
sense in him.. There were also marks on my face and | sported two huge, black half-moons under my puffy 
eyes, due to lack of rest, supervising my insane soulmate in his encounter with sleep, after feeding him a 
considerable number of sleeping pills. Because he had been ‘off again and we had spent one more ruffled night 
straight out of the Exorcist - with Alexi hallucinating Cliff Burton again, playing "For whom the bell tolls"* on a 


loop the whole evening, joining the song with his guitar at maximum volume! Fucking Allu.. 


And | had raped him - that's what I'll call it, from now on, the verb I'll use to describe my very special 
intervention.. He was so.. so pressing and unrealistic - that | went ballistic with him! He had started slashing 
his bare chest with a big kitchen knife that | risked my life to grab away from his hand! Henkka had no idea of 
any of this - and no one of our friends had even the slightest suspicion of what living with Alexi often 


comprised. 


But still, | had raped him. | had ravaged his bloody body to a bloody pulp and then, when Alexi was splayed on 
the floor, content with the savagery and me remorseful of my barbarism, | had banged my head on that wall, 


till | bruised my forehead, crying out with inner pain 


"Janne? Janne, do you hear me?!" Henkka brought me back to reality with his soft voice, speaking with concern, 


It seemed | had zoned out, reliving the travesty of the previous night. 


"Uh, sorry.. We.. We had an accident. That's all." 


"An accident? That definitely doesn't look like an accident, and as far as | know, both your cars are intact! Stop 
lying and behave yourselves!" 


"Henkka... l'm sorry.. Its.. lm sorry.. Did you talk to Allu?" | didn't know what else to tell him. 


My mental state was so unstable, that if Henkka pressed me on with his questions out of love and concern, | 


would spit it all out to him, tell the truth and ask for forgiveness, or counseling. 


"Talk to Allu? Are you serious? Alexi is crazy! He can't be talked to! That's why | talk to you. He's your 
boyfriend, your responsibility," Henkka said with a tint of contempt in his voice. 


Well, it was obvious he resented Alexi - the way Alexi had become. All his crazy ideas and his wild, 
unpredictable behavior... | guess that was all because he loved and cared about him so much, and admired him 


so deeply that he couldn't stand witnessing his idol fall from grace in such a disappointing way. 


All| wanted was to cry. And thus | did - right there, in front of the junior of our bandmates - who seemed 


to be more mature than all of us, at that time! | looked down and started sobbing, to his astonishment. 

"Janne, what the fuck-2" he was worried, placing a friendly arm around my shoulders. It felt so comforting and 
simultaneously it hurt like hell, because Allu had hit my right shoulder, apart from others the previous night, 
on his.. killer's spree, but Henkka couldn't know, of course, as | didn't dare to take off my shirt in front of 
anyone. "| think you need to talk to him. Do you two fight? Is there something more serious going on? Is he on 
drugs?" and | shook my head, between sobs. "Then what, Janne! You used to be so happy together, what's 
wrong now? Are you tired of him?" 

"No. l.. | do love him.. More than ever... He.. He is not so well.. | mean mentally... l.. | think he needs to see a 
specialist. But whenever | bring up the issue, he gets mad at me, and.. All hell breaks loose.." | tried to put into 
words the burden in my soul. 

"Did you hit him? Because it looks like that..." 

"He made me do it..." 

"Hey, what does this mean now? You're not being serious...” 

"No, he was asking me all the time to hit him and..." 


"That's insane, Janne! Are you a fool?" 


"I don't know anymore... | don't know what I'm doing any longer... 


"You have to take it easy! I'll try to talk to Alexi-" 
"- There's no point, as you correctly said!" 
"Where is he now?" he asked me and | scoffed 


"He... Hmmm... | hesitated for a moment. "He's in the toilet talking to Cliff Burton." Hennka looked at me in 


disbelief. "Please, don't say a word! Don't say a fucking wordl!" 
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JAMES PE IPED: nN eS OP a e 25 


James Hetfield was drunk again. They had just finished the show and he had already had a couple of drinks 
more than he should have. His head was pounding and he felt the burning urge of nausea that would eventually 
lead to relieving vomiting. Instead, he burped shamelessly and spat on the floor of the backstage rooms of the 


venue. His mouth tasted sour, due to the cigarettes, as well. 


His clothes were soaked with sweat. He yanked his T-shirt, smelled it a bit - swept the sweat from his face - 
and threw it aside. A chill breeze made him shiver, despite the high temperature of the season. He was 
surprised. A chill breeze, in the middle of the summer? He had this stupid prejudice since childhood, that 
whenever he felt a cool, maybe chill breeze on his body during a hot day, it was a sign of a visit from the 


dead. He huffed. Creepy shit. 


He didn't want to think of the dead and death anymore. It still haunted him, their bassist's sudden death, two 
years before. But, no, he wouldn't bring that back to his mind! No, no, no! No fucking way! Go away! 


„Have another sip of that lukewarm beer! 


He opened the closet they had at their disposal backstage, in search of a clean shirt, or a light jacket. All the 
guys used that same closet, and it was messy and chaotic.. No one was clean and tidy - stupid males away 
from their mom, you see - only Cliff had been more meticulous with his stuff, maybe because he hid neatly 
his stash... But, no - no more thoughts of Cliff! He needed a shirt and, the fuck, he would grab the first one he 
found! And the hell to whom it might belong! 


He removed some unidentified objects that were hanging from the metal bar (what the fuck, did they store.. 


shrouds in there?) and delved into the mess, dislocating the bundles that were of no importance to him. 


He froze at the strange bulk he stumbled upon. He peered in the darkness because he was both drunk and the 
light was really dim, if non-existent. That bulk was definitely not any kind of clothing.. It was organic. They had 


long hair, auburn loose curls running down their slim shoulders, and were seated on their haunches, embracing 


their slender knees with their long arms. 

No. No way.. 

Yet there he was, half-naked, half-buried in the messy closet, staring at ..Cliff Burton! 

Cliff Burton, who had been dead for two years! 

It was him - no doubt! Drunk or not, James would recognize his deceased buddy anywhere! And he was 
clutching something really strange in his hands. It looked like a black mirror or a small screen, flat like a 
notebook without any visible buttons or handlers, no visible cables or stuff, just an apparatus like the ones in 
the sci-fi movies. 

"Cl... Cliff?" he asked doubtfully - he was still aware that dead people couldn't hang out with the living ones. 


"Shhh..." was the sole reaction from the deceased bassist. 


"Cliff? Hey, man? Is that you? You're.. alive?" he asked more desperately now, diving more into the depths of 


the closet. 

Cliff smiled mysteriously at him and then turned back to that thing in his hands - that somehow had come to 
life, displaying a blondish long-haired boy - or was it a girl? - with rich eyeliner around their huge blue eyes, 
crying out desperately. 

What the hell was going on? 

"Cliff? Talk to me! I've... I've missed you so much!" James blurted. 


"| have to go now.." Cliff appeared to be talking to the little screen 


James tried to grasp him, but something that was hanging from the rail of the closet, fell in front of him, and 
he lost sight of his former bassist. 


No. No no no.. He didn't want to miss Cliff again! 


"James? What are you mumbling?" he heard a familiar voice behind him - one of his bandmates, Kirk, that was 


him, was asking him, quite curious about what he saw. 
James got out of the closet and turned to face Kirk Hammet. He blushed. 


"Dude, are you alright? What were you doing over there?" 


"Uh... You know... | thought | saw...” 

"Saw what?" 

"Huh... It's absurd.. But I'd say that Cliff was in there!" and indicated the messy closet. 

"In there, like... in the closet?" Kirk's face revealed some worry now. 

"Yeah, | mean, | saw him and he looked back at me! He talked to mel” 

"James... How much have you been drinking tonight?" Kirk approached him, concerned about his sobriety. 
His drinking had become more of a problem than fun. 


"Oh, Kirk! | know what you'll be thinking, but | swear! I'm fine.. Just fine.." James said and closed his eyes, as 
his bandmate hugged him affectionately. 


"Everybody loved Cliff.. Everybody adored him and will NEVER ever forget about him.. Don't feel bad about 
thinking about him. | know it hurts. I'm hurt, too..." 


"Kirk, | swear.. He was there, talking on some fucking shitty object!" 


"I think that you need to rest, James.. Lets get you some clothes, and go to the bus.. Everybody's been 
waiting for you, and you are late!" Kirk said thoughtfully and James smirked; there was no use arguing about 


it. He had been drinking far too much and he was still missing Cliff. 


And definitely, it couldn't have been Cliff in there, among the clothes, hidden like a thief or a secret lover! It 
must have been his drunken imagination and his lack of sleep. He needed to sleep it off, and being drunk would 


lead him to stupor, until the following evening. 


26 -JANNE 
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Whenever | cast my eyes upon you, Alexi, you always stunned me. You always blinded me with your light. Your 
light outshined anything on stage! I'm pretty sure that if someone had taken photos of our first shows, the 
film must have been overexposed, burnt, because of your extreme luminance! You were so amazing... Like a 
little fiery fairy, with silky long hair, head-banging so sensually, painfully sensually, unaware of how seductive 
your movements were, totally ignorant of your bedazzling beauty, as you were running all over the stage. You 
were just absorbed in your music, you were living only for those fluid notes, screaming out of your strings... 
Those strings, you were either caressing with parental tenderness or slapping with violent bravado. Yet, the 


result was always beautiful... Ethereal... 


| still find it hard to get that damn concert out of my mind; I'm referring to our first gig in the States, in 
Milwaukee, back in the summer of 2000. We were so young, virtually children - the Children of Bodom! And 


you.. You were so.. so.. You were so fucking sexy, Alexi 


| couldn't help but stare at you all the time, and when you were not in my line of vision, search for you, as 
discreetly as possible - and mess up my parts, because you were too much of a spectacle to behold and 
maintain my calm! Magnetizing little Allu, approaching me eagerly and innocently, to help me out, to encourage 
me when we were supposed to execute some difficult parts, throwing your soft fair hair on my shoulders and 
bare arms - because that's how far up you could reach, tiny as you've always been - making me shiver, while 
all | could think of was anything but innocent: my raging erection, striving to confine it; dirty and dark and 
filthy thoughts about you, unable to express, because how could | express my overwhelming desire to smash 
my lips onto yours, right there, right then, in front of everyone? How could | restrict myself from touching 
you, breathing in your scent in your hurried wake, how could | smother my urge to put my arm around your 
slim waist, plunge my face into your fine hair, and run my fingers down your bare arms, into your trousers, 
held in place with that bulky black leather belt... slide my hand between your lithe thighs and hear you moan 
my name, skip a heartbeat, gasp for air, feel your humid, tender skin stretch out to its limits, to cover your 
full length.. Feel you pulsate in my palm, sweating and leaking hot, throbbing and writhing out of control, like a 


volcano, ready to erupt! 


Oohhh... Allu.. You looked like an angel.. How could | know that you actually were one? 


vunu muwun NNN 


| fucking hate you for that beauty of yours, | fucking hate you for your ability to swing between innocent 
vulnerability and tremendous strength with just a sweep-picking! Your baby face and your manly, mean 
growls.. Your small body and your immense presence.. You were a bunch of contradictions, but | loved all of 
your aspects, your wide variety of traits and | hated myself for that! | hated myself for loving you so much, 
so wholeheartedly... | fucking hate you, now, for depriving me of your presence, of your light and my life has 


become so glum and empty and mundane... | hate you... 


NNNNNNNNNNNN NNNNNN NN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


| remember the first time | made you mine. You were battling with your insecurities - "Am / foo short? Am I 
foo small? Do you lke me? Is my cock-size enough? Do you really fancy me? Why do you like a weirdo like me? 

How do we do if, now" AlI these insecurities you blasted me with while lying naked on the mattress, as if this 

wasn't enough, by itself, to answer your worries.. You were perfect Allu! You were perfect for me, you were 

as tall, as slim, as.. sizeable, as beautiful, as witty as | would like you to be! 


You struggled under my weight, which kept you immobilized, surrendered to a passion so despicable yet so 
pure. Our union was divine, meant by god to bel | do believe that! | really dol 


We had to face the initial shock that our love entailed. So young for such practices, so worried, because it was 
gay, yet so honest and desperate that | certainly doubt if any God or Devil would regard it as sinfull No! 
Definitely no! 


"You can't be reall You are not from this world!" | had told you in my depraved ecstasy and there was this 
little, subtle flicker of reflexive recognition, this sense of familiarity in your eyes, this momentary déja-vu as 


if you realized the truth of my words, but you couldn't really identify with it, yet. 


Your eyes widened in awe, before you burst into laughter, blushing red, taking your eyes off of me. | thought 
it was sex haze and hormones - now | know it was this other thing that was you, your other nature - this 
modest, perfect angel, surrendered to the earthly delights.. Bound to serve, a slave to please, eager to fuck, 


dying for lust.. 


| indulged in your immaculate nakedness all night, over and over again, insatiable, my desire to taste you 
impossible to satisfy.. You were exotic and you were.. you: the fleeting entity that had bewitched me on stage. 
The elusive fairy, which was too shy to give in! Yet, there you were - in my arms, disarmed and naked, 


vulnerable and susceptible to my desires... 
| hate you for being so fucking perfect! 
Those first nights you were so innocent.. You ached for this orgasm, so dependent on my touch and my 


thrusts.. The right pace, the focus, our unexpected synchronization.. You were so dependent on this carnal 


union, because your life then consisted only of this reality, this tiny fleck of cosmic time - and your life was 


merely this; Alexi Laiho in that purity of lust, of that single moment! And you gave it all to me and it was 
wonderfull You lived only for my sex in your body, you could get so lost, so disoriented and breathless until 


you came, that | was afraid of losing you in the procedure! 

You would whisper my name and you believed in my goodwill, not to hurt you, not to humiliate you, not to take 
advantage of you.. You granted me your blind trust - and | felt so honored every time you came, every time 
you relaxed in my hands, every time you surrendered to me, every time | served you... 


| was serving you all the time, only you hadn't realized it yet.. 


Not until you hallucinated Cliff Burton and met fucking Joey Jordison - and fucked up my life... 


21 - ALEXI 
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He had the urge to write everything to Janne, now that he had grown fully conscious of his identity. He had 
tried to defame the personality of Alexi Laiho, being aware that his life, as he had known it was wrong and 
futile. But he had grown to love this life, he had grown used to it and somehow he had liked being Alexi Laiho 
and the mass approval he had earned worldwide. This Alexi Laiho had strived to earn his world-spread 
acknowledgement - and it was his approach, this time, that had done right by him! He had been pretty humble 
and down to earth, not out of fear of the (inevitable) consequences, but because it had come out naturally to 
him, call it character, call it family, whatever. It might have been the sweet, Finnish family he was born into 
and raised in, or maybe it had been his appearance, short and thin and slight that wasn't so ingratiating - and 
honestly, his appearance had burdened him with feelings of inferiority and shame, throughout his youth... 


He had feelings for this Janne, too.. He was a keyboard master, in his humble opinion, he was so endowed and it 
had been such a shame that he was overshadowed by his guitar super-abilities.. He was sweet and funny and 
caring and he was always by his side, whenever he needed him. His beloved human. He had loved Janne, he was 
attracted to him like a pin to a magnet, regardless of their disputes and fights. Come to think of it, their 
flights derived from love; from Janne's unrequited love for him, and his growing disappointment every time 
Alexi abused himself in his self-destructive mode. 


He hadn't even considered that it would be a man, this time. It had both shocked and amused him - and at the 
beginning of his self-awakening, he had hoped that this different kind of pairing, their impossibility to procreate, 
together, as a human couple, would somehow make his sinful approach weigh less. Alas... Not impregnating and 
not being impregnated by him, not bearing living monsters and freaks of nature - if any of them ever 
survived - didn't mean that he hadn't destroyed his favorite humar's soul, his benevolent heart, and potent 
mind.. They had been so attached, soulmates, that the result had been the same for him - if not worse... 


Janne was devastated. 


He was bound with the Curse of the Fallen ones. And he had grown tired of it. He should at least explain to 
Janne why all that shit was happening in his life, even if that explanation might not sound believable. And why 
he had been trying to punish, destroy, and demean his Alexi Laiho self by substance abuse and self-isolation, 
only to find out that he was hurting more those he had grown to love. 


Smoking an earthly cigarette, feeling the mutation of his carnal body begin at his liver, he set out to self- 
destroy in order to return to his origins. Then he could embark on a new existence, another vicious cycle. He 
was disgusted and disappointed. He couldn't stand this anymore.. over and over again.. He should have already 
grown impervious to the psychological and carnal collapse, he should have been impervious and fed up with the 
blast of emotion.. He should.. Well, not this time. Instead, he had grown more human - how pathetic, yet how 
beautiful and sweet.. 


He cut out a page from his notebook, picked up a pen, and started writing a letter to Janne, explaining his 


angelic/demonic origin. And why they were not meant to be, as they had planned and wished. 


‘Janne, have you ever felt eyes on your back? Have you ever felt that you are not alone when no one's around? 


Have you ever thought that somebody's watching you, hidden in the dark? Yeah.. | thought so. 


Thats me. Thats who | am." 


28-JANNE 
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| woke up with the metallic taste of blood in my mouth and the urge to destroy. Maybe | was caught in a 


fight in my dream - and the sensation was so realistic and strong that it still lingered when | woke up. 


| visited our rehearsal place which was now turned into a massive storage room of memorabilia, shattered 
dreams, and abandoned fragments of our lives. A museum of our youth. We had better get rid of all that shit 
sooner or later. | couldn't bear seeing them anymore. | couldn't bear my memories of the band that shaped me 
into what | had become. | couldn't bear losing Alexi. | had shunned the place after CoB had split up - and now 
that Alexi was dead, | was literally scared of the mere building. Can you imagine - an aspiring Architect being 
scared of a stupid building? How pathetic... 


His little windowless bedroom was almost intact: the bed was ruffled, covered in the same blue sheets from 
IKEA he had used the last time he had slept there, a plastic grocery bag crumbled next to the nightstand, a 
half-empty packet of cigarettes and a lighter, a pair of socks discarded and rolled into a ball under the bed. 
The air still smelled of 2019.. Stale and bitter. It was like a snapshot in time as if he had just left for some 


random errand, without ever coming back.. And now he was gone - dead and cold.. 
"Oh no.. he's dead and cold.."* 


The lyrics of this old song by Doc Holliday, so fitting for the occasion, were stuck in my mind since the 
moment | had woken up, and | kept on humming it, like a chant, like a rite to protect me during the procedure 
of revisiting his room. To be honest, | was playing that song on my headphones at home while engaging myself 
in some work in my back yard and it made me want to come to our hangar, and face my demons at last. 


Those lyrics were as if written for Allu: 


| had a good friend, in my hometown 
Early this morning, they laid him in the ground.. 


He was my brother, 


/ won't fell you his name, 


He was a junky for Whiskey and Cocaine. 


Oh, no, He's dead an’ cold 
Don't Go down the Dead Man's Road! * 


The urge to destroy and stir the quietness of the old place accompanied me there. It was strange. My sorrow 
transformed into rage the moment | set foot into that shitty, un-architectural bedroom. | kicked his bed as if | 
was kicking Alexi himself, | uprooted the mattress from the bed frame the way | wanted to smack and shake 
him and punish him for going like that and | snatched and pulled the sheets with the same fervor as when 
undressing him and fucking him... | kicked the nightstand and the chair and messed up everything, stomped on 
his cigarettes, crushed his bed-light on the floor so that it wouldn't look so fucking normal and casual.. So that 
nothing gave me hope that | might see him again.. 


An invisible force led me to start searching the place, all the corners and hiding places... 
And that's how | found the letter. 


It was tucked under his bed, between the metal beams of its framework. It was a plain white envelope, with 


my name on it - "Janne" - written in his unique oblique handwriting. 


‘Janne, have you ever felt eyes on your back? Have you ever felt that you are not alone, when no one’s around? 


Have you ever thought that somebody's watching you, hidden in the dark? Yeah.. | thought so. 
That's me. That's who | am." 


Allu... It took me an effort to finish reading, due to my relentless stream of tears that kept incapacitating my 


Vision. 
What the hell was all this about? 
What the fuck was he saying? 


Allu? 
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He was sitting on the floor of the bathroom, in his house, crouched like a child, in a corner, his knees drawn 
close to his chest, his head resting on the jutting kneecaps uncomfortably. But he didn't mind. He had gone 


beyond such small, insignificant inconveniences. 


All that mattered to him at that moment was the trip. His fix. He had shot the substance in his vein and now 
was lying bereft on the floor, waiting for the inevitable, magic moment. He was yearning for it, actually. He was 
rubbing the inner side of his elbow with his fingers, at the point of the injection, instinctively, just to keep 
himself occupied with something. 


So.. He had done it again. Once again he was overwhelmed by negative feelings about himself and his whole 
existence - his real, immense existence, that is. There was this annoying nagging of a vague memory, the weird 
recollection of something greater than himself, being Joey Jordison. The noxious sensation that he was involved 
in a bigger plot and that he extended beyond this world, that he was still figuring out, yet not completely done 
with it.. 


The night after Death's concert, some five-six years ago, had been a turning point for him, perhaps fatal for 
his life as he knew it. He had never felt so depressed and forlorn ever since. So unfitting. 


All that had mattered to him up to that particular day had suddenly lost its luster. He had felt encaged in his 
own human body, in that defined, restricted existence. He had been feeling too enormous to condense himself 


into that small carnal avatar, no matter how cute he had occasionally found himself to be. 


He was cute.. Oh, yeah, everybody thought so. It made him blush among people, but deep inside of him, he felt 
happy and smug, unlike other times, in the long past. He had stunning blue eyes, voluptuous, promising lips, and 
at that time, he had the opportunity to manipulate his looks the way he wanted, twist and distort them to his 


appeal.. He knew that girls went crazy for him, and he was taking pleasure whenever possible... 


After that concert, all he needed was to see Chuck Schuldiner once again and talk to him, however going after 
his impulse would have appeared to be ridiculous and weird, fanboying over a rock star, wow, how naive at 


that age.. They would think he was gay, which definitely wasn't the case! Yet, how could he explain and make 


himself sound believable? He had failed to follow his needs, due to this ethical stalemate. And his ambivalence 
and insecurity about what he would eventually discover. He had experienced the obscure blossoming of the 
dark knowledge into his soul and brain, alone, but he proved himself a coward to take over control and manage 


it. It still scared him and wanted desperately to escape it. 


There was no one from his immediate environment to guide him, to give an answer to his apocalyptic questions. 
There was no one to show him the way, lead him through his awakening. He knew only about Chuck Schuldiner 
- and now Chuck was reclaimed. Or, dead, according to human standards. Cancer was the cause of his carnal 
death - the shit that consumed so much flesh, so many souls, without ever satisfying its perverse gluttony... 


He had no idea how to contact anyone from his kin. So he felt forlorn and confused, confined in a mortal world, 


without really recalling his initial scope. 


Drugs were his resort. His exit to reality. Getting lost in something chaotic, just like his true existence. 
Hallucinate - or maybe not.. 


He was still going through all the inner pain and the rush of emotions. He was still feeling lust for them.. And 
one thing for sure, he was taken over by the substance, his breathing, laborious, his vision, blurry, drooling 
disgusting saliva on the tiles of the floor, onto which he had eventually dropped facedown.. 


He dreamed of vastness and music... Immense music and bliss... 


And then his bleary eyes registered a pair of slender legs in tight black jeans wearing a pair of dirty sneakers, 
standing at a tangible distance from him, in the bathroom. And beyond that pair of legs, there was another 
one, clad in old-fashioned bell-bottom jeans, black trainers on their feet as well.. Who were these people 


standing in front of him? Who had found him? Had he neglected to lock the door? Stupid him.. Was it the 


authorities? 

The intruders remained eerily motionless in an otherwise pulsating background. Their distance fluctuated; he 
either thought that they were standing only a few inches away from him, then the distance had grown far 
bigger, impossible to be true - but that was a side effect of the dope, right? He was high, so every visual 
distortion was somehow justified. 


He tried to focus and move his eyes to the actual faces of the owners of the black-footed legs. 


And he gasped. His tongue almost licked the tiles, in his astonishment and inability to control his facial muscles 
properly. 


"You are disgusting." a deep voice said and the other one smirked, a very familiar laugh. 


"Who..?" Joey tried to speak and peered at their faces. 


Focusing was difficult. The light was extraordinary and blinding, and what he made out of it was.. Well, that 
couldn't be true! But if it was true, then it only meant that They had been Watchers, too! They had found him 
- or he had found them! They had beaten death, just like the human Jesus Christ and they had come to his 
aid.. To save him.. To help him out.. 

"Ch... Chuck? Is that you?" he managed to ask. 


"Long time no see! Joey, Joey.. You slur like an addict - oh, you actually ARE an addict! Is this supposed to be 


your role?" 


"Don't bash him like that.. Take it easy, or he will outdo himself before realization." the other person scolded 
him. 


He peeped in the direction of that other voice. 

"And you.. You are? Are you Cliff Burton? ‘Cause you fucking look like him." Joey exclaimed in shock 

"In your carnal terms, yeah... But c'mon, you know who | am - or, you will eventually remember who | am, ok?" 
the auburn-haired man said affectionately and turned to Chuck Schuldiner, who was looking at him with a 
distasteful sneer plastered on his beautiful face 

"Correct", Chuck replied without taking his contemptuous stare from Joey. 

"Always correct! | came first and went first!" Cliff Burton tried to sound funny. 

"Oh, you act as if you invented the wheel - or, was it actually you, come to think?! 

"That was a long, long time ago." 

"Well, you don't look that old, and | don't remember. 

"You don't remember - Ill never forget.*" sang what appeared to be Metallica's former bassist 


"| didn't know you were a poser...” 


Joey was baffled and numb watching the two angels taunting him, by teasing one another in their brief 


conversation. 
"W. Wait.. What am | supposed to be doing here?" he interrupted their fun in agony. 


"See? He's come round!" Cliff said to Chuck. 


‘Ohhhh.. You are so lame! Wake up first, and then you'll know!" Chuck Schuldiner blurted annoyed at Joey, and 
then he addressed Cliff Burton. "C'mon, let's get to visit that Wild Child before he fucks up everything in his 


short wake!" 


"Yeah.. Oh, shit.. That's tough. I'll deal with him.. Or send him this pathetic creature, when he is finally 


awakened." Cliff concluded, pointing in Joey's direction 

"That could be cool, you know... ‘Cause they look like brothers in this lifetime!" Chuck Schuldiner remarked and 
both angels stared at Joey's perplexed and drooling face, probably wondering how could that face represent a 
guardian angel and how had he ended up in such a humiliating, human state. 


"Do you think he'll persuade him, or will they fuck up each other?" Cliff Burton asked. 


"That will be fun to watch... But, hell.. 'm worried about the repercussions..." 
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CLIFF ¢ ALEX. 

"I think it's time you were gone.." 

"But... | can't give up on them yet!" 

"I think there's no point in ruining them more than you've already done.. It's enough, Markku Uula Aleksi.." 

"So, we're back to zero..." 

"Well." he shrugged. 

"And what am | supposed to do? How do you suggest my.. grand exit be like? Huh? Fuck myself? Molest my 
body, kill me as in suicide? Is that more decent? More acceptable, perhaps? Drink myself to utter disgrace and 


inevitable death - actually, this one | prefer.. It kinda.. numbs everything, you know.. My brain.. my heart... | 
will forget - forget about everything..." 


"Depends on you.. For me, it was an accident. A gruesome accident.” 


"That actually served you quite well, Mr. Cliff Burton, judging by the fact that EVERYONE idolizes you, still.. Is 


that more appropriate?" Alexi sounded ironic. 
‘lm not the one to judge what's right and what's wrong. | presume that everything that we do is wrong, so..” 


"So fuck up everything and gol Is that all? Is this our immense, divine, fucking purpose? For, | don't like this 


purpose anymore!" 
"Its not up to what we like-" 
"-| wanna cease to exist, then!" 


"Stop it! This is an established cosmic balance, dare | say.. You've contributed to humanity, already. You don't 
have to worry and regret.. You've bequeathed them with your music, which is more than enough if you asked 


my opinion" 
| don't fucking care about your opinion!" 
"Well, that's all I've got for you. Sorry...” 


"Shit. And destroy their lives.. Their soul.. Janne.. How-how can | do this to him? | love him, you know! He's 


kinda special to me..." 
"You sound too human..." 
"Well, | am, so let me be, at last! Leave me bel" 


"Huh, Alexi.. You're so.. so stubborn and naive.. This Janne is just.. He's just a boy! Nothing more than the 
spark of a match in the vastness of eternity that will go out so quickly, before you even realize it.. Its not 
worth it, fussing like a stubborn toddler! Come round, please.." and he suddenly looked sideways, as if something 
had caught his attention, a glitch in the cosmic timescape that permitted him to connect with another timeline. 
He remained still for a moment, to decipher the situation. " Oooh... James has discovered me..", he muttered, 
mostly to himself. A flicker of recognition brightened up his eyes, a fading memory of familiarity. The sweet 
image of a loved one - because he had loved James Hetfield, back then, he had been his brother, though not 
through blood, yet their bond had been quite strong. Standing at the threshold of an open time-window, James 
Hetfield was gawking at him, with a mixture of disbelief and eagerness. It was sweet. The angel's face was lit up 
instantly with a faint smile, more like the smirk he used to put on when he had been walking this Earth as Cliff 
Burton. James was shouting at him so he felt like hushing him, to make him keep quiet. He turned back to the 


disgruntled Alexi Laiho and wound up their communication: "I have to go now.. 


CHUCK € JOEY. 


"You know he is an asshole and in that sense, it works the best for you, because he can't really evaluate you 
or your contribution to the band.. He'll kick you out like junk, because he thinks he is god, and you'll be given 


leeway to escape, which is pretty convenient... 
"Chuck, | love this band. This is my child!" 
"And thank god that the real tragedy was averted with very few casualties... 


"Oh, cut me some slack - | wanted that other child, too! Is that a crime?" he blurted to a nonchalant Chuck 
Schuldiner. " But if you put it that way, this band is the only child I'm left with - and now you want to take it 
from me and offer it as a gift to Corey?! Perfect!" 


"You'll get another such child..." 


"In this lifetime? | don't think so. | don't feel like doing it.. | wanna contribute and help, sure, but | already feel 
so depleted.. My body aches... 


"Get used to it! You know what this is. Your beautiful nurse will inform you-" Chuck smirked bitterly and Joey 
huffed, fisting the wall he was leaning against, with fury. "I know the feeling.. It was like that for me. A sad 
reminder of our destiny. Like the bell at school, calling us in for another dull lesson..." 

"A lesson we'll never learn, huh?" Joey retorted. 

"Yeah... That's true." 

"Did it hurt? With you?" 

"Yeah... It hurt. The pain was acute, and the process stung more.. The human body is so vulnerable to pain.. 
Took my pride away.. | was ripped off my strength. But | knew that it was the same old story, over again.. | 


just tried to continue giving them - giving them as much as | could.. Till the end!" 


"I'd like that, too. | mean, it sounds correct, right? Absolving. We are supposed to Watch and Teach them and 
Guide and Give them..." 


"Give them music, they'll never forget! All of us have somehow done it, until the sad parting.. Give them music 
to cling to, to remember, to identify with, to love..." Chuck emphasized. "I believe that's our role now - and 


humans need music..." 


"Will Alexi do that? Fulfill his role?" 


"Eventually and unconventionally, he will. He is cute and adorable and he has his own style - like always, right? 
Though, this time his human mates will be more alert, of his gradual deterioration and will try to protect him, 
in their own human way, by dissolving their band - his child - but it will only fuel his rage and inner pain, you 
know.. and actually work the situation out pretty quick.. He'll go even earlier than he's supposed to..." 

"That's why | ask." 

"Well.. You know him.. He's always been a rebel." 

"Will you retrieve me?" 


"Nathan Jonas -Joey.. It's just us.. You know.. Like always.. It will be one of us!" 


"Chuck! Food is ready! Are you upstairs?" a female voice interrupted their session - a human call for everyday, 
trivial stuff - and Chuck Schuldiner smiled musingly. People. Humans. He so much adored them. 


"lim coming down, mom! Just finishing some ..errands..!" he replied to his beloved human and looked back at the 
bulky TV screen, vaguely showing some flicker of static, forming the figure of his faraway co-speaker. He 
cleared his voice and finally talked to the distressed Joey Jordison: "| love them, too. They are so soft and full 
of surprises.. Be alert and prepare yourself. I've gotta go now.. Huh - it seems food is waiting for me!" 


"How sweet..." 


"Take care of business and if needed, guide poor Markko Uula Aleksi Laiho, because he is frustrated more than 


ever, and he is ready to wreak havoc!" 

‘ll do my best." 

JANNE ¢ HENKKA - ALEXI. 

"You.. you see? Henkka, tell me you see! He's been talking to himself since we finished the damn rehearsal.. Do 
you think that | can deal with this? What.. What can | do?" Janne stuttered to a worried Henkka, while both 
men were standing outside the bathroom of the rehearsal place. 

Alexi was crouched into a tiny ball in the corner, sitting on the floor, oblivious to their presence, chanting at 
his cell phone fervently - more like staring at the black screen, rather than using it for its designed purpose. 
He seemed distraught and insane, swinging back and forth like an autistic during a stressful fit: 


"Hell.. How do you cope with him?" Henkka questioned and Janne smiled bitterly. 


"He's... | guess | love him.. But.. He's.. When this happens, he becomes someone else... I'm scared of him, but 


still, it's then that we have the greatest fuck-" 


"-Oh, please! | don't wanna hear such details!" Henkka was upset by Jane's rough characterizations; from 


modesty to shamelessness within a phrase, so indicative of his weariness and desperation 


"Henkka, please... | need.. | need to talk! | won't get into details, but | need to let it out! | thought you wanted us 
to talk, by asking.. l." Janne was on the brink of collapse. 


"You're right. l'm sorry, Janne, please, go onl” the bassist felt pity for him. 


"When he becomes someone else, possessed, | dunno, he forces me to do horrendous stuff to him - but they 
are hot, alright? | become someone else, then. It looks like some s/m shit, but OK.. He wants me to hurt him, 
smack him forcefully.. He wants me to FUCK him like an animal, tear him apart, drench him in blood.. He-" 
Janne had to stop the disturbing descriptions because Alexi was outshouting him; he was yelling, pointing his 
index finger to his dead cell phone, screaming: 


"No! No! No no no! You don't get to go now, Cliff! You hear mel? | need youl! Or, | wanna cease to existll | wanna 


DIE and CEASE to exist! You fucking hear me?!" 
Henkka looked back to Janne, who was now crying, in muffled sobs. 


"He needs help, man.. Hey.. Hey, come on." and put a comforting arm around Janne. "We'll fix it. You'll see, we'll 


take him to the doctors and they'll fix the problem!" 


"He-is-a-monster-and-has-turned-me-into-a-monster-as-welll" Janne stuttered between gasps. "I can't 
recognize myself, every time | maim him, in bed.. l.. | am.. | am become the devill |.. He makes me fuck him like 


he's a horrid, horrid demon and | succumb, and when everything's... done.. and we lie down.. then | see that 


little angel, molested and hurt and bleeding, all by my hands... |... l.. It hurts, Henkka!" 
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| felt a chill breeze at my back and cool air blew into my face. My daughter was playing with my hair, and my 
husband - Rick - was playing peek-a-boo with her. It was really warm and humid, as all summers in lowa are 


- but my heart was lukewarm, perhaps a bit numbed. 


Rick had granted me the present that Joey hadn't, finally, but it had left a bittersweet taste in my mouth, like 
a compromised gift, after years of begging and urging. A dream that materializes after you've already quit it.. 
All enthusiasm is gone, leaving mellow and bland emotions - and | know that it's unfair for those who come 
afterwards in your life, but | can't force it! | can't change my feelings about Joey, like | can't change the way 


things wrapped up between us, after his latest relationship... | mean... It could have been me, at last! 

Yet, Joey had thought otherwise - and that had been the last straw! Suddenly | just couldn't wait anymore. 
The last time | saw him, it was at the hospital. He was suffering alone again with his demon - or should | use 
the plural number, as in ‘demons' - because | guarantee he was stoned or fazed up in some dinky shit.. He had 


told me that it helped him smother the pain and the disappointment. 


| wanted to smirk - people find so lame excuses for indulging in their catastrophic habits. What did he know 
about disappointment? What about my disappointment? 


He said he was happy about me, about my daughter - actually, he was crying in relief that | had found Rick 


and he had given me what he had deprived me of. It didn't make me feel relieved at all. 
Neither did his test results and his scans.. He had relapsed. 


Feeling that cool breeze on my back while strolling in the park, that warm, summer day, | knew that it was 


him... | knew he couldn't endure and somehow, it was a matter of time... | don't know if things were reversible. 


He didn't dwell on that option at all - he had somehow made peace with the prospect of an early departure. | 


will never understand him, it seems... 


It scared me that it had finally ended up so quickly and so permanently. | felt that breeze and my eyes 
watered.. He was dead.. Maybe | should contact his sisters, just to be sure about it.. Attend his funeral, if 
that was possible... 


But that breeze felt so securing.. Gave me a comforting feeling that someone's been watching my back, 


protecting me... | guess it's him.. | like to think that its him.. 
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Joey checked his emails, dejected He was in pain, but he had taken care of that by consuming a cocktail of 
pills, full of color - like the questionable cocktails he used to drink in the clubs in the past.. He had put on 
more weight and he was disgusted by his carnal presence. Such a downfall - but his medical condition had 
taken a turn for the worse, rendering him susceptible to all kinds of shit that made humans depressed, and 


let's not forget, he was still a human.. 
So he checked in his computer, just to run his errands, before departure. 
A strange email was in his inbox, with prominent bold fonts, to catch his attention. By an unexpected sender. 


"Janne Wirman", it noted. He was worried. That was the name of Alexi Laiho's keyboardist and lover. Alexi was 


reclaimed half a year ago. What did his ex- want from him? Why reach him? Now? 

Pretty curious, but mostly cautious, suspicious, he opened the message and took a deep breath before reading. 
It was a wretched soul that was addressing him. 

‘Dear dey, 

| guess we dont need any special introductions. | believe you remember who | am.. Or at least you remember who 
my former partner was, rather well, as it seems that we may have shared him, without our proper consent.. He is 
dead, but you already know that. Dead for me, dead for the world, because YOU know pretty damn well WHERE 
he is.. Please, contact me back. lm begging you! lil note my private cell phone number. | know about Alexi and you. 


Im not threatening you - | just need you.. Janne" 


Joey struggled to reach for his stashed packet of cigarettes. He took out one and lit it thoughtfully. He hadn't 
smoked in quite a long time, but that email had upset him. What had happened? 


He picked up his cell phone and texted an answer to the number Janne had given him. He was not sure why he 
did it; if that poor guy possessed some sort of forbidden knowledge, then he had better shun him and leave 
him in his half-ignorance until he would eventually quit whatever was bothering his poor brain 

Yet, the urge to contact him nagged him, and there he was, trying to type an answer. 

Was he so desperate for human contact? 

"l dont think there is anything we can talk about after so many years.."- No, that was so blunt and cruel and all 
too candid as if admitting some truth to his allegations concerning only the sexual part. Perhaps he should 
sound more ..surprised? Ignorant and nonchalant? Happy to hear from him? They were supposed to be both 
musicians, on good, decent terms.. 

"Hey, Janne! How are you doing, dude? Sorry for Alexis loss.. He was such a damn good guitarist and a wonderful 
guy. | really valued him! | don't quite grasp your message, is there something that upsets you? How can | be of any 
help to you..?"- Uh - this sounded more naive and neutral and kind of.. pretentious? 

"Hello Janne, | got your email. Sorry for your loss. We all admired Alexi | can really understand your frustration 
and grief, but there is absolutely nothing about him and me that could be of any help to you.."- hmmm.. A bit 
better? 

He pressed "send" and waited. 

The phone rang, after a few minutes, noting a number beginning with +358 - a Finnish phone number. Damn - 
that was him! There was no use avoiding him - he should have avoided writing to him in the first place, but 
he had chosen not to do so. Well, there you were - good riddance now! 

"Hello?" Joey said politely. 

"J.. Joey? Is that you?" 

"Yes, Janne, it's me...” 

"|... | know! | know now!" 

"Janne, you sound upset... 

"I AM upset! l.. | can hardly sleep.. And it hurts. You know." 


"No, | can simply empathize.. That's how | was when Paul Gray died.” 


"Paul Gray.. Joey, you know it's not the same! Don't... Let's be honest, please..." 


"Honest? You doubt me? | don't fucking owe you anything, Janne! You come after me after so many years, 


because of how Alexi and | f=" 

"No... No please, forgive me.. l.. | don't mind that. Its.. Hs so pointless. And now | know!" 
"What exactly do you mean?" 

"| know what Allu and you are.. Watchers... Angels." 


"Shut the fuck up!" Joey flew into a rage with that guy. How dare he! How was it possible that a stupid, 


fucking mortal could utter such.. such things? 
"Allu told me!" 


"Shut up! That's.. That's.. That's enough!" 


"I've not talked to anyone, Joey.. | know it's something ..secret. But please.. You are the only one | can share 


this with... 

"No, | don't think | can share anything with you! | think you'd better forget all about what Allu told you!" 

"So, it's true.. | know it's true.. | need to find him! Please, show me the way!" 

"Child, this is preposterous! You cannot really ask me thaf" 

"IIl try anything!" 

Joey felt pity and sympathy for the broken man His grief almost touched his soul. And he loved humans - 
that was his sin.. That was their sin.. He knew that he was about to regret talking to Janne Wirman - but he 


would do it anyway. 


"Look, Janne.. At least you know that he is not.. lost. He is something greater if that's a relief for you.. You 
can't really bridge that gap...” 


"Joey, | love him!" 


"He is not HM anymore!" 
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l'm knocking on heaven's door again.. 

Only it's not opening! Can't get in.. 

Allu... Please.. Please, open the door to me..! I'm here... I'm outside... 

l'm freezing, Allu.. It's getting cold.. It feels so cold.. 

| can't stand losing you again.. | can't. Please open.. Open the door, let me in - or you can just come out! 

Come out for me and let's get the fuck out of here, together! You and me... Like we've always dreamed.. Let's 
live our lives in that villa in California, we've been talking about, with the swimming pool and the vast ocean 
view in front of our big veranda.. Just you and me, in the sunset.. Lying in a hammock.. Drinking some cocktails 
together, smelling the coconut sunscreen oil waft in the air.. Eternal summer... 


Leave them all behind and come with me.. 


Please.. Answer me... | can't last long! The effect - it fucking wanes, Allu, and then I'll be lost in the abyss! Allu! 
Please... | can't... | just.. 


Breathing has become so difficult. l.. | can't fucking breathe... 


Allu, please, | know you are in therel I've been in there before! Don't forsake me! Don't ignore me.. Please, Allu! 


For the sake of our love! Don't leave me alone! Just... Don't!! 


Don't... 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


Alexi was naked and shivering, shy in his arms. Hs blond hair wreathed his beautiful face, reflecting a celestial light 
on the young man, like a golden halo, granting him an angelic quality. Janne couldn't satiate his desire to look at him.. 
Explore his slim figure, touch the softness of his immaculate skin, barely marked with bold ink, and savor his genuine 
sweetness and innocence. Young Alexi had surrendered to his charms and he was delirious. Their naked bodies were 
clinging to each other, skin onto skin, hot breaths tickling the sensitive spots, hairs standing erect with arousal and 
lust. Janne was struggling to keep his composure and not utterly give in to the burning passion that was setting out 
from his crotch, spreading out to his heart, paralyzing his brain Alexis blue eyes implored Janne, to touch him, but 
not to manipulate hm Ike raw meat, to penetrate him in ecstatic unison, yet not fo ravage him lke a beast.. He 
so goddamn craved to kiss those swollen, pouty lps, partially opened, revealing a set of white teeth biting the plush 


flesh anxiously, tongue licking in ceremonious anticipation, 


He caressed the precious sweetheart in his arms, the silky hair, the lean torso with trembling hands, desperate fo 
calm him down, fo assure him that he would be gentle with him, to earn his trust, before worshipping his body. 


That body.. What a treasure in his hands.. He felt so honored, so lucky, for that body in his arms.. 


He kissed those tender lips, brushed his own against them, shyly in the beginning, then gradually flaming up to a 
more passionate and steady pace, plunging his tongue in, savoring the other one's taste, craving his response, 
yearning for more. His kisses moved from the swollen lps and spread all over Alexis body, fo his neck, his 
collarbone, then headed down, towards the radiating heat between his thighs.. to the core of the pulsating inferno, 
he would cast himself into from that moment on, always and as long. Drowning forever in the deep seas of those 


blue eyes and the sweet love of that fragile body and unique soul.. Janne was lost forever. 


34 - EPILOGUE 


Author's Notes: 

Epilogue to my story. | hope this isn't too „blasphemous, although it feels a bit „controversial! | enjoyed writing 
this story, despite the grotesque descriptions and violent depictions. It is a work of fiction, it doesn't portray 
real events or the real characters of the people involved | don't mean any harm or disrespect to the real 
people that have appeared throughout the story - and especially in this final chapter. | don't profit from 
publishing it. 


The reference in the end (*) is for Children of Bodom's song "Red Light In My Eyes Pt2" from their first 
album ‘Something Wild’, which features parts of Mozart's 25th Symphony in G minor. 


Thanks to anyone who has been reading the whole story, so far. | hope it has been a nice experience for you! 


EPILOGUE _______--____ 34. 


Young Wolfgang Amadeus finished his 25" Symphony. He felt relieved and utterly satisfied. It was the same 
kind of satisfaction that sexual intercourse provided - starting like a persistent stinging between his thighs, 
building up into a tidal wave that would usurp everything with its release. He was sure that this melody would 
be his most famous, his most recognizable. He was sure that people would remember it in the years - not the 
years, the centuries - to come; people would play and arrange and integrate it into their music. This music was 
composed to outlive him and was created to stay there, on earth, forever. He would stick with that 
perspective and he would do his best to sustain it in history, in the years to come. This was his contribution 


to humanity, after all Humans went crazy for him. 


Smug and content with his effort, he picked up his silver mirror plate that was lying on the lid of his 
fortepiano and stared into his reflection. He liked to admire his face occasionally - he was quite sweet and cute 
- fix his wig, take a haughty look, and smirk at his reflection boastful about his creation. Low human feelings, 


well yes.. Indeed.. But it was nice to indulge in carnal sentiments and weaknesses, once in a while.. 


Yet, right at that moment, after having accomplished something as great as that symphony, he was 
experiencing a weird phase of clarity that stretched beyond his earthly incarnation, beyond his existence as 
Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart.. He was part of something greater - maybe it was him, who was Greater... He 
stared into the silver mirror, again, at his light blue-greenish eyes, and then he knew.. Those same blue eyes 
were looking back at him, from another plane, another reality that seemed so unnatural and peculiar to him.. 
So unlike what he had been used to, so foreign, yet so familiar.. Those blue eyes were the same.. They would 
see the world again with the same intensity, the same carral lust, for the same purpose. He would do it again.. 


and again.. and again.. 


At that moment of clarity, he made a promise to himself, to humanity: that he will never quit that melody. 
That he would do his best to sustain it and offer it to people again and again because they needed it, they 
needed music, and they needed a hero to adore.. And maybe that could be his ticket to salvation 


The blue eyes betrayed the smile that was taking shape on his face. His self was smiling back to him, through 
time, gleaming vividly with a Red light in Hs eyes*.. 


The end 


> 


